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TO HIS 


Gzxacz the Duxz 
* 54 
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Ducensberry and Dover, 
Marquis of Beverley, &c. 
My LORD, 49 
we long lain under th 2 
f 2 greateſt Obligations to Your Þ 


EP Grace's Family, and nothing 
bas been more in my Wiſhes, | 
than that I might be able 
to diſcharge ſome part, at 
leaſt, of ſo large a Behr. 
But Your Noble Birth and Fortune, the 1 
Power, Number, and Goodneſs of thoſe 
Friends You have already, have plac'd You 
in ſuch an Independency on the reſt of the 
World, that the Services I am able to 
w . n render 
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F tigeous, I am ſure not neceſſary, to You 


99 1 . 
r UU x" 
- as a W * Dur > ut 
"Pa * POET : 
2 


render to Your Grace can never be advati- - 


in any Part of Your Life. However, the 
next Piece of Gratitude, and the only one 
I am capable of, is the Acknowledgement 
of what I owe: And as this is the moſt pub- 
lick, .and indeed the only way I have of do- 
ing it, Your Grace will pardon me if T take 
this Opportunity to let the World know 
the Duty and Honour I had for Your illu- 
ſtrious Father. It is, I muſt confeſs, a ve- 
10 tender Point to touch upon; and at the. 
rſt ſight may ſeem an ill choſen Compli- 
ment, to renew the Memory of ſuch a Loſs, 
eſpecially” to a Diſpoſition ſo ſweet and 
8 and to a Heart ſo ſenſible of filial 
ety as Your Grace's has been, even from 
Your earlieſt Childhood. But perhaps this 
is one of thoſe Gricfs by which the Heart 
may be made better; and if the Remem- 
brance of his Death bring Heavineſs along 


With it, the Honour that is paid to his Me- 


mory by all good Men, ſhall wipe away 
tFole Tears, and the Example of his Lite 
ſer before Your Eyes, ſhall be of the greateſt 
Advantage to Your Grace in the Conduct 
and future Diſpoſition of Your Own. x 
In a Character ſo amiable as that of the 
Duke of Queensberry was, there can be no 
Part ſo proper to begin with, as that which 
Og 955 Was 
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was in bim, and is in all good Men, che 
Foundation of all other Virtues, either Re- © 


ligious or Civil, I mean good Nature: Good: 4 


Nature, which is Friendſhip between Man: 
and Man, good Breeding in Courts, Chari- 
ty in Religion, and the true Spring of all- 
Bene ficence in general. Fhis was a Quality 


he poſſeſs'd in as great a Meaſure as an 


Gentleman T ever had the Honour ro know. 
It was this: natural Sweet neſs of Temper, 
which made him the beſt Man in the World 
to live with, in any kind of Relation: It 
was this made him a good Maſter to his Ser- 
vants, a good Friend to his Friends, and 
the tendereſt Father to his Children For 
the laſt, F can have no better Voucher than 
Your Grace; and for the reſt I may appeal: 
to all that have had the Honour to know 
him. There was a Spirit and Pleaſure in 
his Converſation, which always enliven'd the 
Company he was in, which, together with: 
a certain Eaſineſs and Frankneſs in his Dis- 
poſition, that did not at all derogate from 
the Dignity of his Birth and Character, ren- 
der'd him infinitely agreeable. And as no 
Man bad a more delicate taſte of natural Wit, 
his Converſations always abounded in good 
777 

For thoſe Parts of his Character which 
related to the Publick, as he was a Noble- 
2g ook „ man 


DE DIC AA. 


man of | the. firſt Rank, and a Miniſter of 


State, they will be beſt known by the great 


Eqmployments he paſt through; all which 


he diſcharg'd; worthily as to himſelf, juſtly 
to the Princes who imploy'd him, and ad- 
vantageouſly for his Country. There is no 


occaſion to enumerate his ſeveral Em ploy- 


ments, as Secretary of State, for Scotlaud in 


Wee for Britain in general, or Lord 
High Commiſſioner of Scotland; which. laſt 
Office he bore more than once; bur at no 


time-more honourably, and (as I hope), more 


happily, both for the preſent Age, and for 
Poſterity, than when he laid the Foundation 
for the Britiſh Union, The Conſtancy and 


Addreſs which, he manifeſted on that Occa- 


ſion, are ſtill freſh in every. Body's Memo- 
Ty, and perhaps when our Children ſhall 


reap: thoſe Benefits from that Work, which 


ſome People do not foreſee. and hope for 


now, they may remember the Duke of 
Queensberry with that Gratitude, which ſuch 


à piece of Service done to his Country de- 
ſerves. | 


o 


Hie ſhew'd upon all Occaſions a. ſirit and 
immediate Attachment to the Crown, in the 
legal Service of which no Man could exert 

- himſelf more dutifully nor more ſtrenuouſly : 

And at the ſame. time no Man gave more 

bold and more generous Evidences eons 
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_ DEDICATION: 
dye he bore ro his Country. Of the lat- 
jare he had in the late happy Revolution; 


ect, and unſhaken Fidelity which he pre- 
wid for Her preſent Majeſty, even to his 
ſt Moments. 3. 27 EY 45 : 
With ſo many good and great Qualities, it 
not at all ſtrange” that he poſſeſs'd ſo large a 
hare, as he was known to have, in the 

gem of the Queen, and her immediate Pre- 
eceſſor; nor that thoſe great Princes ſhould 
poſe the higheſt Confidence in him: And 
the ſame time, what a Pattern has he left 
ind him for the Nobility in general; and 
r Your Grace in particular to copy after! 
Vour Grace will forgive me, it my Zeal 
yr Your Welfare and Honour (which no 
ody has more at Heart than my ſelf) ſhall | 
rels Lou with ſome more than ordinary 
armth to the Imitation of Your noble Fa- 
er's Virtues. You have, My Lord, many 


freat Advantages which may encourage You. 


go on in purſuit of this Reputation; it has 
leas d God to give You naturally that 
weetneſs of 'Femper,, which, as I have be- 


pre hinted, is the Foundation of all good In- 


linations. You. have the Honour to be born, 
or only of the greateſt, but of the beſt Pa- 
Nts z of a Gentleman generally beloy'd, and. 


DEDICATION. 


generally lamented; and of a Lady adorn', 
with all Virtues, that enter into the Charactei 
of a good Wife, an admirable Friend, and 
moſt indulgent Mother. The natural Ad | 
vantages of Your Mind, have been cultivate" 
by the moſt proper Arts and Manners of Eduſy, 
cation. You have the Care of many noblg- 
Friends, and eſpecially of an excellent Unk1ee 
to watch over Vou ia the tenderneſs, of Youſſ 
Youth. Vou fer out amongſt the; firſt off 
Mankind, and I doubt not but Your Virtue 
will be equal to the Dignity of Your Rank. 
That I may live to ſee Your Grace eminent 
for the Love of Your Country, for You 
Service and Duty to Your Prince, and in con 
venient Time, adorn'd with all the Honou 
that have ever been conferr'd upon Your No 
ble Family: That Vou may be diſtinguiſh'g, 
to Poſterity, as the braveſt, greateſt, and bel 
Man of the Age Vou live in, is the heart 
Wiſh, and Prayer of, "303-071 


My LORD, 
' Your Grace's moſt Oledient, and 
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_ moſt Faithful, Humble Servant, 
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, Spoken by Mr. WiLks. . 8 
Tro Night, if you have brought your good old Taſte» 
Ad Well nog ou with a — þ Exgliſh Feaft * 
ite Tale, which told long fince in homely wiſe, 
LdUYath never fail d of melting gentle Eyes. 
oblefet no nice Sir deſpiſe our Table Dame, 
lc leſecanſe recording Ballads chaunt her Name; 
ou hoſe venerable ancient Song Endiers | 
520 ard many a Pitch above our Modern Writers: 
/ caterwaul d in no Romantick Ditty, 
tue ing for Phillis's, or Chloe's Pity. 
nk. eth they drew the Fair, and ſpoke her plain, 
nen ⸗a ſung ber by ber Chriſt' an Name iwas Jane, 
C ouſt Numbers may be more refin d than thiſe, 
con what we've gain'd in Verſe, we ve loſt. in Proſe. 
_ Words no ſhuffling, double- meaning knew, 
heir Speech was homely, but their Hearts were true. 
No ſuch an Age, Immortal Shakeſpear wrote, : 
ſh" no quaint Rules, nor hampering Criticks taught; 
beſßib rongb majeſtick Force he mov'd the Heart, 
eartYud Streugth and Nature mage amenas for Art. 
ow Bell, Author does his Steps purſue, ng 
le owns he had the mighty Bard in View ; 
nd in On Scenes has made it more his Care 
0 rouſe the Paſſions, than to charm the Ear. 
t for thoſe gentle Beaux who love the Chime, 
be Ends of Ads ſtill gingle into Rhime. 
he Ladies too, he oper, will not complain, 
ere are ſome Subjects 
Nymph forſaken, and a perjur d Swan. 
: has moſt he. fears, it, leſi the Dames ſhou'd frown, 8 
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Dames of Wit and Pleaſure about Town, 
De ſee our Picture drawn, unlike their own, 
\ Wu r that Error ſhou d provoke to Fury 

de Hoſpitable Hundreds „ Old Drury, He 
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for a ſofter Strain, v 


} * 
2 2 4, * 
= . 
2 + , TIP 
4 — 5 "ng a —_— . — — 4 
Lr OR re 44 0 2 


5 * | yr O.L O G UE 8 J 


FEA me „ln our Jane 73 r , 
She doÞd 225 the charitable P om 1 5 
Baile Hoſpitals, turn d : roo . 2 long ſince. 
"For ber Example, vhatfoe'er me make it, 
They have their Choice to los alone, or take it. 
Tho few, as I comcerve, will think it meet, 


To weep ſo ſorely, for s 2 fo'ſtweet : 


Or mourn and mortify l Sen 
Te mT rw Arr bees & 


Dramatis Ne 


Duke of Gloſter, Mr. Cibber. 
Lord Haſting-. ON Mr. "Booth, 
Cateby. = Mr. Harband:.. 
Sir Richard Ratdlif. Mr. Botan. 
Bellmounr. Mr. Mills. 
Dumont. | - | Mr. Wilks . 


eie | "2 Mrs. Porter. 
Ja, Shor E. : | Mrs. Oldfield. 


Several Lords of the Council, Guards, and Attendat 
8 0 2 ah * L wi N D 9 N. 


Pro = 


—— 10 e R Reader. 
1 Take this Opportunity Werken the Fav 


ſeveral Copies of Vorkes that have been ſent to 

Occaſion of this Tragedy: I take it for granted, t 
the greateſt Part of them e d, by the 
thors, to be made Publick, fince they did not think 
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74 SCENE te Tower. 4 
vn Emer the Dute of Gloſter, Sir Richard Racclil, 
and Catesby. wh | | 
be e he 


HUS far Succeſs attends upon our 
And each Event bas anſwer'd to my 


The Onoen * all her upſtart Race 
 arequelld; _ „ | 
Dees is baniſh'd, and her Brother „ei ho. 


'Ere this lies ſhorter by the Head at Pemfret. 
xz _ a 


— * | 
e Nbbles have with k joint Concurrence ings, 4 
Protector of the Realm: My Brother's Children: 5-9 
Young Eduard and the little York, are lodg'd © 5 i 4 
Fete, ſafe within the Tower. How ſay YOu, Sir, 
Does not this Bufineſs wear a lucky Faces? 
The Scepter and the Golden Wreath of Royalty 
Seem hung within my Reach. 
"Rgrcl, Then take em to you, * 
And wal +: long and werthlly ; Fhu ar nfl h IJ. 
The laſt remaining Male of princely York : 
1 Edward's Boys, the State eſteems not of em,) 
"4 refqre on your N 10 Rule 
| The t ahn 3h ea do 1 D Lay 
And leans upon. your. [ighneſs' 2 . 
—— ai. 
To fix a Hay for E a 
Who can "expound Nala * TI 
Glas. That can. I „ ro + 
© Thoſe Lords are each one my approy'd, good F riends, 
Or iſpecidl Truſt ann Nearnets. to my Boſom '$- i 
And howſoever buſie they. may ſeem, | 
And diligent to buſtle in the State, 
* ». Their Zeal goes on be waer than we lead, 
” And at out bidding ftay s.. 
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gat. Vet there is one, αν - 14722 
And he amongft the foremoſt in {ib Pbwer,” 
Of hom [ wiſh your Highneſs were afſur' 9 {525 
Fot me, perhaps it is my Natures Fault, CE 
1 own I doubt of his inclining mach. _ _ 

cue. | gueſs the Man at whom your Wow wou'd 

point: Nee 5 Hd "xi ! ve to. £ : 
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8 The ſame.” E 42 
851 He bears Ke free Good th" 


at. 'Tis true, to you, as to we Lord OS 


But were he bid to cry, God ſave King Richard, 


Then tell me in what Terms he wou'd reply. 
Believe me, 1 have prov'd the Man, and found him: ; 
I know he bears a moſt religious Reverence 


To his dead Maſter Edward's Royal Memory, 
And whither that may lead him is moſt n. 


And ſooner part with Life than let it go. 
Gloſt. And yet this tough impracticable Bern. 5 
Is govern'd by a dainty- finger d Girl!; 
Such Flaws ate found in the moſt den, Noe; 


vet more One of that ftubborn ſort he is, 
Who, if they once grow fond of an Opiniop, 1 Fs. 8 
They call it Honour, Honeſty, and _ 
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VII. 


A laughing, toying, wheadling, whimpering She, 


Shall make him amble on a Goſſip's Mcfſage, - a 


And take the Diftaff witha Hand * Parte 
As e' er did Hercule. 


Of noble Birth and exquiſite of kam, 
Has held him long a Vaſſal to her Beauty. 

Cat. I fear, he fails in his Allegiance there; 
Or my Intelligence is falſe, or elſe | 


Ratcl: The fair A 


* 
- 3 
N 


1 


The Dame has been too laviſh or her Feaft, 


And fed him till he loaths. 


Gloſt. No more, he comes. 
r 


% 


mw * 
x * 
* . E 9 B . = : * , 


| 12 "Glefler's Duke, he bows with lowly Service: __ 
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* er of 
Enter Lord Hang. ＋ 
L. Haſs. Health and the Happineſs of Ap: Days 
Attend upon your Grace. 
Gloſs, My good Lord Chamberlain ! Li, 
Ware much beholden to your gentle Friendſhip, 
L. Haff. My Lord, I come an humble Suitor to you. 
: "ph In right good time. Speak out yourPleaſure freely. 
L. Haſt. Jam to move your aden in behalf 
of Shore's unhappy Wife. 
Glaſt. Say you? Of Shore? _ 
L. Haff. Once a bright Star that held her Place on high: | 
The firſt and faireſt of our Engliſh Dames, 
"While Royal Edward held the Sov'reign Rule. 
Now ſunk in Grief, and pining with eee 
Her Wainipg Form no longer ſhall incite. 
Envy in Woman, or Deſire in Man. n 
#. She never ſees the Sun, but thro her Tears, 
And wakes to ſigh the live- long Night away. 
Gloſt, Marry! the Times are badly chang d with ber 
From Edward's Days to theſe. Then all was Jollity, 
Feaſting and Mirth, light Wantonneſs and Laughter, 
Piping and Playing, Minſtrelſie and Maſquing; 
Till Life fled from us like an idle Dream, 
A Shew of Mommery without a Meaning. 
My Brother, Reſt and Pardon to his Soul, 
1s gone to his Account, for this his Minion. g 
The Revel-rout is done---But you were ſpeaking 
Concerning her -I have been told that ou. 
Are frequent in your Viſitation to herr. 
= | L. Haſt. No farther, my good Lord, than friendly Pity, 
1 2-7 "a Charity allow. 
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Glofl. Go to. I did not mean to chide you for it. 


For, ſooth to ſay, I hold it noble in you 
To cheriſh the Diſtreſs'd---On with your Tale. 


1 


L. Haſt. Thus is it, gracious Sir, that certain Officers 


Uſing the Warrant of your mighty Name, 


With Inſolence unjuſt, and lawleſs Power, 


Have ſeiz'd upon the Lands, which late ſhe held 


By Grant from her great Maſter Edward's Bounty. 
Gleſt. Some what of this, but ſlightly, have I heard; 


And tho ſome Counſellors of forward Zeal, 


Some of moſt ceremonious Sanity, 

And bearded Wiſdom, often have provok'd 
The Hand of Juſtice to fall heavy on her; 
Yet ſtill in kind Compaſſion of her Weakneſs, 
And tender Memory of Edward's Love, 

I have-withheld the mercileſs ſtern Law 


From doing Outrage on her helpleſs Beauty: 


i 


L. Haſt. Good Heav n, who renders Mercy back 


for Mercy, 
With open-handed Bounty ſhall repay you: 
This gentle Deed ſhall fairly be ſet foremoſt, 
To ſcreen the wild Eſcapes of lawleſs Paſſion, 
And the long Train of Frailties Fleſh is Heir to. 


Gloſt. Thus far, the Voice of Pity pleaded only; 5 | | 


Our farther and more full Extent of Grace 
Is given to your Requeſt. Let her attend, 
And to our ſelf deliver up her Griefs. 


She ſhall be heard with Patience, and each Wrong 


At full redreſt. But I have other News 


Which much import us both, for ſtill my Fortunes 


80 hand! in hand with yours: Our common Foes, 
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The reſt your own Attendance in her Family, 


And nearer Obſervation beſt will tell you. 


Like thee reſerve their Raiment for the Naked, 


Thy Praiſe deſerves a better Tongue than mine 


m N 4 7 


The Queen's Relations, our new fangled Gentry, 
Have _ n brett ann foe your Privacy. 
 [Exeunt, 


1 


8 c E N E n. 
tn Apartment in Jane Shore®s Hot. 


Tutor Bellmour and Dumont. 


Bell. How ſhe hat liv'd you've heard my Talealready, 
Where I have found the Means this Day to place you, 


Sce with what ſad and ſober Cheer lhe comes. 
Enter Jane Shore. . 1287 

Sure, or I read. ber Viſage much amiſs, 

Or Grief beſets her hard. Save you, fair Lady, 

The Bleſüngs of the cheerful Mora be on you, 

And greet your Beauty with its opening Sweets. 
J. Sh. My gentle Neighbour! your good Wiſhes flitl 

Purſue my hapleſs Fortunes: Ah ! good Bellmour / 

How few, like thee, enquire the wretched out, 

And court the Offices of ſoft Humanity ? 


Reach out their Bread, to feed the crying Orphan, 
Or mix their pitying Tears with thidſe that weep ? 


To ſpeak and bleſs thy Name. .Is this the Gentleman, 

Whoſe friendly Service you commended to me? 
ell. Madam! it is. 51 8 ; 

J. Sb. A venerable Aſpect! (46 40 
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uin 
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Jann Su. 
Age ſits with decent Grace upon his Viſage,' 


And worthily becomes his filver Locks; +» 


He weats the Marks of many Years well ſpent, - 

Of Virtue, Truth well try'd, and wiſe Experience; 
A Friend like this, would ſuit my Sorrows well. 
Fortune, I fear me, Sir, has meant you ill, [To Dumont. 
Who pays your Merit with that ſcanty Pittance, 
Which my poor Hand and humble Roof can give. 
But to ſupply thoſe golden Vantages, 

Which elſewhere you might find, expect to meet 

A juſt Regard and Value for your Wortn 


The Welcome of à Friend, and the free Partnerſhip h 


Of all that little Good the World allows mm. 


$% 


Dum, You over-rate me much ; and all my Anſwer 


Muſt be my future Truth; let that ſpeak for me, 


And make up. my deſerving. FX $2623 wat 


J. Sh. Are you of England? 
Dum. No, gracious Lady, Flanders claims my Birth ; 
At Antwerp has my conſtant biding been, 


Where ſometimes I have known more 8 Days 


Than thoſe which now my failing Age affords. 
. Sh, Alas! at N n forgive my Tears ! 
WT 8 ann 

They fall for my eee muſt fall 
Long, long ere they ſhall waſh my Stains away. _ 
You knew perhaps--oh Grief! oh Shame l- my Rasen 
Dum. I knew him well but ſtay this Flood of Anguiſh, 
The ſenſeleſs Grave feels not your pious Sorrows ; _ 

Three Years and more are paſt, fince I was bid, 

With many of our common Friends, to wait bim . 
To my laſt peaceful Manſion. 1 attended, 
B 4 Sprinkled 
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Sprinkled his clay cold Coarſe with holy Drops, 


According to our Church's rev'rend Rite, 
And ſaw him laid in hallow'd Ground, to reſt. ? 


J. Sh. Oh! that my Soul had known no Joy but him, 


That I hadliv'd within his guiltleſs Arms; 
And dying lept in Innocence beſide him! 
But now his honeſt Duſt abhors the Fellowſhip, 


And ſcorns to mix with mine. 
Enter a Servant. 
Serv, The Lady Alicia, 
Ane your Leiſure. . ö 
J. Sh. Say I wiſh to ſee ber. [Exit Servant. 


; Pleaſe, gentle Sir, one Moment to retire, 
ll wait you on the Inſtant; and inform you 


Of each unhappy Circumſtance, in which 


Lour friendly Aid and Counſel much may ſtead me. 


[Exenunt Bellmour _ Dumont. 
1 8 0 Enter Alicia. 
Allie. Still, my fair Friend, ſtill ſhall I find you thuss 
Still ſhall theſe Sighs heave after one another, 
Theſe trickling Drops chaſe one another ſtill, 
As if the poſting Meſſengets of Grief, 
Could overtake the Hours fled far away, 


And make old Time come back ? 


J. Sh. No, my Alicia, 


Heaven and its Saints be witneſs to my SL, 
There is no Hour bf all my Life o'er-paſt, 


That I could wiſh ſhould take its turn again. 
Alic. And yet ſome of thoſe Days my Friend has known, 


Some of thoſe Years might paſs for golden ones, 


At FRA 1 Womanxind can Judge of Happineſs. _ 
What 


* 


JAnz SHomE:. N A. | 
What could we wiſh, we who delight in Empire, 
Whoſe Beauty is our Sov'reign Good, and gives us 
+ | Our Reaſons to Rebel, and Pow'r to Reign, a 
„ What could we more than to behold a Monarch, 
Lovely, Renown'd, a Conqueror, and Young, 
Bound in our Chains, and ſighing at our Feet? 
J. $h. Tis true, the Royal Edward was a Wonder, 
The goodly Pride of all our Engliſ Youth ; 
He was the very Joy of all that ſaw him, 
Form'd to delight, to love, and to perſuade. 
Impaſlive Spirits, and angelick Natures 
. || Might have been charm'd,like yielding human Weakneſs⸗ 
Stoop'd from their Heav'n, and liſten'd to his talking - 5 
But what had I to do with Kings and Court? Fl 
My humble Lot had caſt me far beneath him; _ _ Wh 
And that he was the firſt of all Mankind, 
it. The braveſt and moſt lovely, was my Curſe. ES 
: Alic. Sure, ſomething more than Fortune ein your . 
* LOT; - 
Nor could his Greatneſs, and his gracious Foriy;* . 
Be elſewhere match'd ſo well, as to the Sweetneſs. FEST 
And Beauty of my Friend. Ann 
J. Sb. Name him nd more nh 
He was the Bane and Ruin of my Peace. 
This Anguiſh and theſe Tears, theſe are the Legacies 
His fatal Love'has left me. Thou wilt ſee me, 
Believe me, my Alicia, thou wilt ſee me, 
'Ere yet a few ſhort Days paſs o'er my Head, 
In, Abandon d to the very utmoſt Wretchednefs, © © © 23: 
The Hand of Pow'r has ſeiz'd almoſt the whole; 
lor what was left for needy Life's Support: 
2 Shortly thou wilt behold me poor, and kneeling 


2 Before 
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1 x , 7 Wray of 
6 | 3 Lew thy charitable Door for Bread. | 
J'; All. Joy of my Life, my deareſt Shore, forbear 
4 | | To wound my Heart with thy foreboding Sorrows. 
ill . Raiſe thy ſad Soul to better Hopes than theſe, 
1 Lift up thy Eyes, and let em ſhine once more, 
. as the Morning Sun above the Miſts. 
Exert thy Charms, ſeek out the ſtern Protector, 
And ſooth his ſavage Temper, with thy Beauty: 
Spite of his deadly unretenting Nature, 

He ſhall be mov 'd to pity and redreſs Thee. 

J. Sh. My Form, alas! has long forgot to pleaſe; 

The Scene of Beauty and Delight is chang'd, 
No Roſes bloom upon my fading Cheek, 

Nor laughing Graces wanton in my Eyes; 
But haggard Grief lean- Iooking ſallow Care, 
And pining Diſcontent, a rueful Train, 
Dyell on my Brow all hideous and forlorn. 
One only Shadow of a Hope is left me; 
The noble-minded Haſtings, of his Goodneſs, 
Has kindly underta en to be my Advocate, 
And move my humble Suit to angry Gleſter. 
Vic. Does Haſtings undertake to plead your Cauſe ? 
ut wherefore ſhould he not? Haſtings has Eyes; 
The gentle Lord has a right tender Heart, 
Melting and eaſy, yielding to Impreſſion, 
And catching the ſoft Flame fiom each new Beauty, 
But yours ſhall charm bim long.” 

J. Sb. Away, you Flatterer! _ 

Nor charge his gen'rous Meaning with, a Weakneſs, 
Which his great Soul and Virtue muſt” diſdain, 


Too n of Love thy a Friend has prov ” 
Too 
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Jannz'Smwort. . 3 
Too many giddy fooliſh Hours are gone, by He SC 
And in fantaſtick Meaſures danc'd away: A 
May the remaining few know only Friendſhip... 
So thou, my deareſt, trueſt, beſt Alicia, i, 
Vouchſafe to lodge me in thy gentle Heart. 
A Partner there; I will give up Mankind, . - | 
Forget the Tranſpotts of encreaſing Paſſion, - * he v A 
And all the Pings we feel for its Decay. - £7. 7 


Alie. LIVE? 2 1 4 reign for ever in my Boſomg 
1 Lela = 
Safe and unrivall'd Bere poſſeſs thy own; *27 : 
And you, ye brighteſt of the Stars above, 244, 2M 
Ve Saints that once were Women here below, 9 
Be witneſs of the Truth, the holy Friendſhip, 
Which hete to this my other ſelf I v-oW. 
If I not hold her nearer to my Soul, 
Than ev'ry other Joy the World can give, 
Let Poverty, Deformity and Shame, 
Diſtraction and Deſpair ſeize me on Earth, 1 
Let not my faithleſs Ghoſt have Peace hereafterr,r 
Nor taſte the Bliſs of your celeſtial Fellowſhip. 
J. Shore. Ves, thou art true, and only thou art nue 
Therefore theſe Jewels, once the laviſh Bounty ' "+ 
Of RoyalEdwart's Love, I truſt to thee ;{ Giving a Can, 
Receive this all, that I can call my own; 
And let it reſt unknown and ſafe with thee: 
That if che State's Injuſtice ſhould oppreſs me; 
Strip me of all, and turn me out a Wanderer, 


My Wretchedneſs may fiad Relief from thee, LS 
And ſhelter from the Storm. e 


we 


Alic. My all is thine; —_ 


_ * 
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She ſets, like Stars that fall, to riſe no more. 
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i-. 
One common Hazard ſhall attend us both - - 
And both be fortunate, or both be wretched. 


_ * 3 | 
The TRAGEDY of 


But let thy fearful doubting Heart be fil}, © 


The Saints and Angels have thee in their Charge, 
And all things ſhall be well. Think not, the good, 
The gentle Deeds of Mercy thou haft done, 


Shall dye forgotten all; the Poor, the Pris'ner, 


The Fatherleſs, the briendleſs, and the Widow, 


Who daily own the Bounty of thy Hand, 


_ Shall cry to Heav'n, and pull a Bleſſing on thee ; 


Ev'n Man, the mercileſs Inſulter Man, 


Man, who rejoices in our Sex's Weakneſs, - 
Shall pity thee, and with unwonted Goodneſs, 
Forget thy Failings, and record thy Praiſe. 


J. Sb. Why ſhould 1 think that Man will do for me 
What yet he never did for Wretches like me ? | 
Mark by what partial Juſtice we are judg'd : 


Such is the Fate unhappy Women find, 


And ſuch the Curſe intail'd upon our kind, 


That Man, the lawleſs Libertine, may rove, 


Free and unqueſtion'd through the Wilds of Love ; 


| I While Woman, Senſe and Nature's eaſy Fool, 


If poor weak Woman ſwerve from Virtue's Rule, 
If ſtrongly charm'd, ſhe leave the thorny way, 
And in the ſoſter Paths of Pleaſure ſtray; 


Ruin enſues, Repraach and endleſs Shame, 


And one falſe Step entirely damns her Fame: 
In vain with Tears the Loſs ſhe may deplore, 
In vain look back to what ſhe was before, 8 


I[Exeunt. 
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ACT II. SCENE ** 
8 CEN E Continues. 


Enter Alicia. 


[Speaking to Jane "WY as entring. * 


Alic. N farther, W Friend: good Angels Oey you, 
And ſpread their gracious Wings about your 
Slumbers. =_ 
The drowſie Night grows on the World, and now | | 
The buſie Craftſmen and o'erlabour'd Hind 
Forget the Travail of the Day in Sleep: 
Care only wakes, and moping Penſiveneſs; 
With meagre diſcontented Looks they ſit, 
And watch the waſting of the Midnight Taper. 
Such Vigils muſt I keep, ſo wakes my Soul, 
Reſtleſs and ſelf.tormented! Oh falſe Haſtings! _ 
Thou haſt deſtroy'd my Peace, {Knocking without> 
What noiſe is that? 
What Viſitor is this, who with bold Freedom 
Breaks in upon the peaceful Night and Reſt, 
With ſuch a rude Approach ? 
| Enter a Servant. 
Serv., One from the Court, 
Lord Haſtings (as I think) demands my Lady. 
Alic. Haſtings ! Be ſtill my Heart, and try to meet him 
With his own Arts: With Falſhood=—But he comes. 
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The TRAGEDY of 
Enter Lord Haſtings. 
- | {Speaks to a Servant at entring. 
Haft. Diſmiſs my „ Train and wait alone without. 
Alicia here! Unfortunate Encounter 
ut, be it as it may 
Alic. When humbly, thus, 
The Great deſcend to viſit the Afflicted, 
When thus unmindful of their Reſt, they come 
To ſooth the Sorrows of the Midnight Mourner ; 
Comfort comes with them, like the Golden Sun, 
Diſpels the ſullen Shades with her ſweet Influence, 


And chears the melancholy Houſe of Care. 


L. Haff. Tis true | wou'd not over. rate a Courteſie, 
Nor let the Coldneſs of Delay hang on it 
To nip and blaſt its Favour, like a Froſt; 
But rather choſe, at this late Hour, to come, 
That your fair Friend may know I have prevail d; 


The Lord Protector has receiv'd her Suit, 
And means to ſhew her Grace. 


Alic. My Friend! my Lord! . 
L. Haf?. Yes, Lady, yours: None bas Right more 
ample FR 4 

To taſk my Pow'r than you. | DS | 
Alic. 1 want the Words, 

To pay you back a Compliment ſo courtly ; 

But my Heart gueſſes at the friendly meaning, 

And wo'not die your Debtor. 
L. Haſt. 'Tis well, Madam. 

But T wou'd ſee your Friend. 

- lic. Oh thou falſe Lord! 


I wou'd be Miſtreſs of my heaving Heart, 


ore 


ifle 
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Stifle this riſing Rage, and learn from thee 
To dreſs my Face in eaſie dull Indifference : 
But two'not be, my Wrongs will tear their Way, 


And ruſh at once upon thee, 


L. Haff. Are you wiſe! 

Have you the uſe of Reaſon? Do you wake? 

What means this raving! this tranſporting Paſſion ? - 
Alic. O thou cool Traitor! thou inſulting I 


Doſt thou behold my poor diſtracted Heart, 


Thus rent with agonizing Love and Rage, * 
And aſk me what it means? Art thou not falſe? 
Am I not ſcorn'd, forſaken and abandon'd, | 
Left, like a common Wretch, to Shame and Infamy, 
Giv'n up to be the Sport of Villains Tongues, . 
Of laughing Paraſites, and lewd Buffoons ; 
And all becauſe my Soul has doated on thee 
With Love, with Truth, and Tenderneſs unutterable? 
L. Haſt. Are theſe the Proofs of Tenderneſs and Love? 
Theſe endleſs Quarrels, Diſcontents, and Jealouſies, 
Theſe never-ceaſing Wailings and Complaininge, 
Theſe furious Starts, theſe Wiirlwinds of the Soul, 
Which every other Moment riſe to Madneſs ? | 
Alic. What Proof, alas! have I not given of Love! 1 
What have I not abandon'd to thy Arms? | 
Have I not ſet at nought my noble Birth, 


A ſpotleſs Fame, and an unblemiſh'd Race, 


The Peace of lnnocence, and Pride of Virtue? 
My Prodigality has giv'n thee all; | 
And now I've nothing left me to beſtow, 
You hate the wretched Bankrupt you have made. 2 
L. Haſt. Why a am [I thus purſu'd from Place to Flace, "2 
Kept 


- = 
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Kept in the View, ms croſs'd at every turn ? 
In vain I flie, and like a hunted Deer, 
Scud o'er the Lawns, and haſten to the Covert ; 


f 


Ere I can reach my Safety, you o'ertake me 
With the ſwift Malice of ſome keen Reproach, 


And drive the winged Shaft deep in my Heart. 


* 


Spite of the poor Deceit, your Arts are known, 


Alic. Hither you fly, and here you ſeek Repoſe; 


Your Pious, Charitable, Midnight Viſits. 
L. Haft. If you are wiſe, and prize your peace of Mind, 
Yet take the friendly Counſel of my Love; 
Believe me true, nor liſten to your Jealouſie, 
Let not that Devil, which undoes your Sex, 
That curſed Curioſity ſeduce you, 
To hunt for needleſs Secrets, which neglected, 
Shall never hurt your Quiet, but once known, 
Shall ſit upon your Heart, pinch it with pain, 
And baniſh the ſweet Sleep for ever from you. 


Go to be yet advisdo— 


Alic. Doſt thou in Scorn, N * 
preach Patience to my Rage? And bid me tamely 
Sit like a poor contented Ideot down, 
Nor dare to think thou'ſt wrong'd me Ruin ſeize . 
And ſwift Perdition overtake thy Treachery! 
Have I the leaſt remaining Cauſe to Doubt? 


Haſt thou endeavour'd once to hide thy Falſhood D 


To hide it, might have ſpoke ſome little Tenderneſs, 
And ſhewn thee balf unwilling to undo me: 


But thou diſdain'ſt the Weakneſs of Humanity, 


Thy Words, and all thy Actions, have confeſs'd, it; 


En now thy Eyes : ayow it, now they ſpeak. 


And 
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And inſolently own the glorious Villany. [Chains. 
L. Haſt. Well then, 1 own my Heart has broke your 

Patient [ bore the painful Bondage long, 

At length my gen'rous Love diſdains your Tyranny ; 

The Bitterneſs and Stings of taunting Jealouſie, 

Vexatious Days, and jarring joyleſs Nights, 

Have driv'n him forth to ſeek ſome ſafer Shelter, 

Where he may reſt his weary Wings in Peace, 

Alic. You Triumph! do! And with Gigantick Pride, 
Defie impending Vengeance. Heav'n ſhall wink! 
No more his: Arm ſhall roll the dreadful Thunder, 
Nor ſend his Lightnings forth: No more his Juſtice 
Shall viſit the preſuming Sons of Men, 

But Perjury, like thine, ſhall dwell in Safety. 

L. Haft. Whate er my Fate decrees for me hereafter, 
Be preſent to me now, my better Angel! 
Preſerve me from the Storm which threatens now, 
And if I have beyond Atonement finn'd, a 
Let any other kind of Plague o'ertake me, 

So J eſcape the Fury of that Tongue. 

Al. Thy Pray'r is heard I go—but know, proud Lord, 
Howe'er thou ſcorn'ſt the Weakneſs of my Sex, 

This feeble Hand may find the Means to reach thee, 

Howe'er ſublime in Pow'r, and Greatneſs plac'd, 

With Royal Favour guarded round, and grac'd ; 

On Eagle's Wings my Rage ſhall urge her Flight, 

And hurl thee Headlong from thy topmoſt Height ; 

Then like thy Fate, ſuperior will I ſit, 1 

And view thee fall'n, and grov'ling at my Feet; 

See thy laſt Breath with Indignation go, 

Ang tread thee ſinking to the Shades below, [Exit Alic. 
$6341 L. Haff. 
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L. Haſt. How fierce a Fiend is AGAIN With what 
Wildneſs, 1 
What Tyranny untam d, it it feigen in enn 
Unhappy Sex! whoſe eaſie yielding Temper 
Gives way to ev'ry Appetite alike; 
>. Each guſt of Inclination, uncontroul'd, + 
. Sweeps thro' their Souls, and ſets them in an uproar; ; 
Each Motion of the Heart rifes to Fury, f 
And Love in their weak Boſoms is a Rage 
As terrible as Hate, and as deſtructie ere 
So the Wind roars: o'er the wide fenceleſs Ocean, 
And heaves the Billows of the boiling Deep, | 
Alike from North, from South, from Eaſt, from Weſt 
With equal Force the Tempeſt blows by turns 
Fram ev ry Corner of the Seaman's Compaſs. : :: . | 
But ſoft ye now for. here comes one- diſclaims - | 
Strife, and her-wrangling Train; of equal Elements, 
Without one jarring Atom was ſhe form de ! i: © th 
: And Gentleneſs, and Joy, make ub her Being. 
Enter Jane Shore. 


Forgive me, fair One, if officious Friendſhip 


Intrudes on your Repoſe, and comes thus late, 

To greet you with the Tidings of Succeſs. ar 
The Princely Gloſter has vouchſaf d you Hearing. 
To Morrow he expects you at the Court; - 
There plead your Cauſe with never-failing Beauty, 
Speak all your Griefs, and find a full Redreſs. 

J. 5h. Thus humbly let your lowly Servant bend; { Kineel- 
Thus let me bow my grateful Knee to Earth, ing. 
And bleſs your noble Nature for this Goodneſs. (much, 

I. 9 RE, gentle Dame, you wrong my Meaning 
Think 
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Think me not guilty of a Thought ſo vain, 
To ſell my Courteſie for Thanks like theſe. 

J. Sh. Tis true, your Bounty is beyond my Speaking; 
But tho" my Mouth be dumb, my Heart ſhall thank you; 
And when it melts before the Throne of Mercy, 


Mourning, and bleeding, for my paſt Offences, 


My fervent Soul ſhall breath one Prayer for you, 


| If Prayers of ſuch a Wretch are heard on high, 


That Heay'n will pay you back, when moſt you need, 
The Grace and Goodneſs you have ſhewn to me. 

L. Haſt. If there be ought of Merit in my Service, 
Impute it there where moſt tis due, to Love; 

Be kind, my gentle Miſtreſs, to my Wiſhes, 
And ſatisfy my panting Heart with Beauty. 

J. Sb. Alas! my Lord _ 

L. Haft, Why bend thy Eyes to Earth? 145 06] 
Wherefore theſe Looks of Heavineſs and Sorrow? 
Why breaths that Sigh, my Love? And wherefore fall 
This trickling Show'r of Tears, to ſtain thy Sweetneſs? 
J. Sh. If Pity dwells within your noble Breaſt, 

(As ſure it does) oh ſpeak not to me thus. 

L. Haſt. Can I behold thee, and not ſpeak of Love! 
Ev'n now thus ſadly as thou ſtand'ſt before me, 
Thus deſolate, dejected, and forlorn, | 
Thy Softneſs ſteals upon my yielding Senſes, 

Till my Soul faints, and fickens with Defire; 
How canſt thou give this Motion to my Heart, 
And bid my Tongue be til! ? 

3 SF" Caft round your Eyes 
Upon the High-born Beauties of the Court; 

e like opening Roſes, where they Bloom, 
Sweet 


; 
1 
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Sweet to the Senſe, unſully'd all and ſpotleſs; 


There chuſe ſome worthy Partner of your Heart, 


To fill your Arms, and bleſs your virtuous Bed; 
Nor turn your Eyes this way, where Sin and Miſery, 
Like loathſom Weeds, have overrun the Soil, . 
And the Deſtroyer Shame has laid all waſte. | 
L. Haſt. What means this peeviſh,this ſantaſtick Change? 
Where is thy wonted Pleaſantneſs of Face? 
Thy wonted Graces, and thy dimpled Smiles? 
Where haft thou loſt thy Wit, and ſportive Mirth? 
That chearful Heart, which us'd to dance fot ever, 
And caft a Day of Gladneſs all around thee ? 
J. $h. Yes, I will own I merit the Reproach ; 
And for thoſe fooliſh Days of wanton Pride, 
My Soul is juſtly humbled to the Duſt: 
All Tongues, like yours, are licens'd to upbraid me; 
Still to repeat my Guilt, to urge my Infamy, 
And treat me like that abject thing I have been. 
Tet let the Saints be witneſs to this Truth, 
That now, tho' late, I look with Horror back, 
That I deteſt my wretched ſelf, and curſe 
My paſt polluted Life. All-judging Heav'n 
Who knows my Crimes, has ſeen my Sorrow for them. 
L. Haſt. No more of this dull Stuff. Tis time enough 
To whine and mortifie thy ſelf with Penance 
When the decaying Senſe is pall'd with Pleaſure, 
And weary Nature tires in her laſt Stage: 
Then weep and tell thy Beads, when alt'ring Rheums 
Have ftain'd the Luſtre of thy ſtarry Eyes, 
And failing Palſies ſhake thy wither'd Hand. 
The preſent Moments claim more gen'rous uſe ; A 


hy 


For l talk d thus long Come let me preſs thee, 


Forbear my Lord!—Here let me rather die, [Kneeling 
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Thy Beauty, Night and Solitude reproach me, J 


[ Laying hold on her. 
Pant on thy Boſom, ſink into thy Arms, 


And loſe my ſelf in the luxurious Fold. 
J. Sh. Never! By thoſe chaſte Lights above, I fwear, 4 
My Soul ſhall never know Pollution more; Te ” 


Let quick Deſtruction overtake me here, 
And end my Sorrows and my Shame for ever, 
L. Haſt. Away with this Perverſeneſs, —'Tis too much _ 
Nay if you ſtrive - tis monſtrous Affectation. [ Striving. v 
J. Sh. Retire! I beg you leave me 
L. Haſt. Thus to coy it 
With one who knows you too. 
J. Sh. For Mercies ſake 
L. Haſt. Ungrateful Woman! Is it thus you pay 
My Services? 
J. Sh. Abandon me to Ruin 
Rather than urge me 
L. Haſt. This way to your Chamber, [ Pulling her. 
There if you firuggle—— _ 1 
J. Sh. Help! Oh gracious Heaven ! 3 
Help! Save me! Help! c«Cxying out. 
Enter Dumont, be interpoſes. 
Dum. My Lord! for Honour's ſake—— 
L. Haſt, Hah! What art thou? ine 
Dum. My Duty calls me 
To my Attendance on my Miſtreſs bere. 
J. $h, For Pity let me go 
I.. Aal. Ayaunt! Baſe Groom— — 
At 
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At diſtance wait and know thy Office better; 
Dum. Forego your hold, my Lord! tis moſt may 
This Violence 
L. Haſt. A void the Room this Moment 
Or 1 will tread thy Soul out. 
Dum. No my Lord=— 9 
The common Ties of Manhood call me now, 
. And bid me thus ſtand up in the Defence 
Of an oppreſs'd, unhappy, helpleſs Woman. 
L. Haft. And doſt thou know me, Slave? 
Dum. Yes, thou proud Lord! 
I know thee well, know thee with each Advantage, 
Which Wealth, or Power, ornoble Birth can give thee, 
I know thee too for one who ſtains thoſe Honours, 
And blots a long illuſtrious Line of Anceſtry, _ 
By poorly daring thus t6 wrong a Woman. 
Lu Ha. Tis wondrous well l I ſee;my Saint- xe Dame, 
You ftand provided of your Braves and Ruffians, 
To Man your Caule, and bluſter in your Brothel. 
"Dam. Take back the foulReproach,unmanner' dRailer; 
Nor urge my Rage too far, leſt thou ſhould'ſt * 
I have as daring Spirits in my Blood © 
As thou, ot any of thy Race el er boaſted; . 
And tho' no gaudy Titles gracd my Birth, 
Titles, the ſervile Courtier's lean noms,” 5 
Sometimes the Pay of Virtue, but more oft (phants, 
The Hire which Greatneſt gives to Slaves and Syco- 


- Yet Heav'n that made me Honeſt, made me more 


Than ever King did, when he made a Lord. 20% 

| L. Haſt. Inſolent Villain! Henceforth let this teach thee 
* | hs; "THO and Vries him, 
wy EI The 
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The ditanee twirt a Peafant and a Prince. 
Dum. Nay then, my gt! (drawing) Learn you by 
this how well 
An Arm refolv'd can guard its Maſter” 5 Life. [They fight. 
oF Si W my diſtracting Fears! hold, for ſweet Heav'n. 
| [be fight, Dumont aiſarms Lord Haſtings; 
. . Confuſion] baffled by a baſe- born Hind ! 
Dum Now, haughty Sir, where is out diff rence now.; > 
Your Life is in my Hand, and did not Honour, © 
The gentleneſs of Blood, and inborn Virtue | Bath 
(Howe'er unworthy I may ſeem to you) 
Plead in my Boſom, I ſhould take the Forfeit. 
But wear your Sword again; and know a Lord + 
Oppos'd againſt a Man i is but 4 Man. (tune 
L. Haſt. Curſe on my failing Hand! Your better For, 


Has giv'n you V antage o'er me; but perhaps 


YourTtiumph may be bought with deꝛrRepentance Ex. 
J. Sh. Alas! What have you done! Know you the Power 
The Mightineſs that waits upon this Lord? © © 
Dum. Fear not, my worthieſt Miftreſs ; tis a Ciuſe, 
In which Heav'n's Guards ſhall wait you.. O Purſue, 
Purſue the ſacred Counſels of your e 
Which urge you on to Virtue; let not Danzer, 
Nor the incumbring World, make faint your Futpoſe, 
Aſſiſting Angels ſhall conduct your Steps, 
Bring you to Bliſs, and crown, your End with Peace. 7 
J. Sh. Oh that my Head were laid, my ſad Eyes clos d, . 
And my cold Coarſe wound i in my Shrowd to reſt; 
My painful Heart will never ceaſe to „ 
Will never know a Moment“ Peace till then. 


Dom. Wou' d 5 be happy? Leave this fatal Place, 
Fly 
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Fly from the Count's pernicious Neighbourhood; | 


Where Innocence is ſham'd, and bluſhing Modeſty 


Is made the Scorner's Jeſt; where Hate, Deceit, 


And deadly Ruin, wear the Maſques of Beauty, 


And draw deluded Fools with Shews of Pleaſure. 
J. Sh. Where ſhould I flie, thus helpleſs and torlorn, 


bs - Of Friends, and all the Means of Life bereft? - you, 


Dum. Bellmour, whoſe friendly Care ſtill wakes to ſerve 
Has found you out a little peaceful Refuge, 
Far from the Court and the tumultuous City. | 
Within an ancient Foreſt's ample Verge, 
There ſtands a lonely, but a healthful Dwelling, 


Built for Convenience, and the Uſe of Life: _ 


Around it Fallows, Meads, and Paſtures fair, : 85 
A little Garden, and a limpid Brook, 


By Nature's own Contrivance ſeem diſpos'd 


No. Neighbours, but à few poor fimple e 
Honeſt and true, with a well-meaning Prieſt: 
No Faction, or Domeſtick Fury's Rage, 
Did e er diſturb the Quiet of that Place, 
When the contending Nobles ſhook the Land 
With York and Lancafter's diſputed Sway. _ 
Your Virtue there may find a ſafe Retreat, 
From the inſulting Pow'rs of wicked Greatneſs. 
J. Sh. Can there be ſo much Happineſs in ſtore! 
A Cell like that, is all my Hopes aſpire to + 
Haſte then, and thither let us take our Flight, 
Ere the Clouds gather, and the Wintry Sky 


Deſcends in Storms to intercept our Paſſage. 


Dum. Will you then go? You glad my very Soul ? 
Plenty 


L 4+ 4 


8 
* 


JANE SHORE... IF, 


Plenty, and Eaſe, and Peace of Mind ſhall wait you, 
And make your latter Days of Life moſt happy, 
Oh, Lady! But I muſt not, cannot tell you, 

How anxious I have been for all your Dangers, 

And how my Heart rejoices at your Safety. 

So when the Spring renews the flow'ry Field, 

And warns the pregnant Nightingal to build, 

She ſeeks the ſafeſt Shelter of the Wood, 

Where ſhe may truſt her little tuneful Brood; 
Where no rude Swains her ſhady Cell may know, 
No Serpents climb, nor blaſting Winds may blow; 
Fond of the choſen Place, ſhe views it o'er, 

Sits there, and wanders thro' the Grove no more, 
Warbling ſhe charms it each returning Night, 3 
And loves it with a Mother's dear delight. [Exennt. 
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ACT m SCENE I 
SCENE The Court. 


Enter Alicia with 4 Paper, 


Alic. * Paper, to the great protector Hand, 


With Care and Secreſy muſt be convey d; 


His bold Ambition now avows its Aim, 


To pluck the Crown from Edward's Infant Brow, 


And fix it on his own. I know he holds 
Ny faithleſs Haſtings, adverſe to his Hopes, 
And much devoted to the Orphan King; 
On that I build: This Paper meets his Doubts, 


And marks my hated Rival as the Cauſe 


Of Haſftings' Zeal for his dead Maſter's Sons. 
Oh Jealouſie | Thou Bane of pleaſing Friendſhip, 
Thou worſt Invader of our tender Boſoms ; 


How does thy Rancour poiſon all our Softneſs, 


And turn our gentle Natures into Bitterneſs ? 


See where ſhe comes! Once my Heart's deareſt Bleſſing, 
Now my chang'd Eyes are blaſted with her Beauty ; 
. Loath that known Face, and ficken to behold her. 


n Enter Jane Shore. 


9. Sh. Now whither ſhall 1 flie, to find Relief? 2 


What charitable Hand will aid me now?)? 


Wal d u failing Steps, ſupport my Ruins, 


1 


And 


My of ef m 
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And heal my wounded Mind with balmy Comfort? 
Oh, my Alicia? 
Alic. What new Grief is this? 
What unforeſeen Misfortune has ſurpriz'd thee; 
That racks thy tender Heart thus? 
J. Sh. Oh! Dumont! 
Alic. Say ! What of him? 
J. Sh. That friendly, honeſt Man, 
Whom Bellmour brought of late to my Aſſiſtanee, 
On whoſe kind Cares, whoſe Diligence and Faith, 
My ſureſt Truſt was built, this very Morn 
Was ſeiz'd on by the cruel Hand of Pow'r, 
Forc'd from my Houſe, and born away to Priſon: ?: 
Alic. To Priſon, ſaid you! Can you gueſs the Cauſe 2 
J. Sh. Too well, I fear. His bold Defence of me, 


Has drawn the Vengeance of Lord Haſtings on him. 
Alic. Lord Haſtings ! Ha! 


J. Sh. Some fitter Time muſt tell thee - 
The Tale of my hard Hap. Upon the preſent, 
Hang all my poor, my laſt remaining Hopes. 
Within this Paper is my Suit contain'd ; 
| Here, as the princely Gloſter paſſes forth, 

I wait to give it on my humble Knees, 
And move him for Redreſs. 


(she gives the Paper to Alicia, who « opens an 
ſeems to read it.] 
Alic. {4jde.] Now for a Wile, 
o ſting my Thoughtleſs Rival to the Heart; 
o blaſt her fatal Beauties, and divide her, N 
For ever from my perjur'd Haſtings' Eyes: 
The Wanderer may then look back to me, 


Ca | And 
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And turn to his forſaken Home again: 
Their Faſhions are the ſame, it cannot fail. 


| [ Pulling out the other Paper_ 
J. Sb. But ſee the great Protector comes this way, 
Attended by a Train of waiting Courtiers. 
Give me the Paper, Friend. 
> lic. LAſide.] For Love and Vengeance! 
k [She gives her the other Paper- 
Enter the Duke of Gloſter, Sir Richard Ratcliff, Cateſby, 
Courtiers, and other Attendants. 
J.$h.[ Kneeling. ]O Noble Gloſter, turn thy graciousEye, 
Incline thy pitying Ear to my Complaint, 
A poor, undone, forſaken, helpleſs Woman, 
Intreats a little Bread for Charity, 
To feed her Wants, and fave her Life from periſhing, 
Gleſt. Ariſe, fair Dame, and dry your wat'ry Eyes. 
[ Receiving the Paper, and raiſing her. 
8 me, but twere Pity of his Heart, 
That could refuſe a Boon to ſuch a Suitreſs, 
Y'have got a noble Friend to be your Advocate; 
A worthy and right gentle Lord he is, 
And to his Truſt moſt true. This Preſent, now, 


Some Matters of the State detain our Leiſure ; 


Thoſe once diſpatch'd, we'll call for you anon, 
And give your Griefs Redreſs. Go too! be comforted, 
© +4.$Sh.Good Heavens repay yourHighneſs for thisPity, 
And ſhow'r down Bleſſings on your Princely Head. 
Come my Alicia, reach thy Friendly Arm, 
And help me to ſupport that feeble Frame; 

That nodding totters with oppreſſive Woe, 

And ſinks e its Load. [8x J. Shore and Ali 
Glof 


Wonder not, Princely Gloſter, at the Notice 


Lord Haſtings is inclin'd to call you Maſter, 
And kneel to Richard, as to England's King; 


Lord Haſtings will be here; this Morn I mean, 


Jane Snors: 


Glefs. Now by my Hollidame ! 5 
Heavy of Heart the ſeems, and ſore afflicted. 
But thus it is when rude Calamity 
Lays its ſtrong gripe upon theſe mincing Minions ; | 
The Dainty gew-gaw Forms diſſolve at once, (read- 
And ſhiver at the Shock. What ſays herPaper ? [ ſeeming to 
Ha ! What is this ? Come nearer Ratchliff ! Catesby ! 
Mark the Contents, and then Grine the Meaning, 

[He reads.) 


This Paper brings you from a Friend unknown ; 


But Shore s bewitching Wife miſleads his Heart, 
And draws his Service to King Edward's Sons: 
Drive her away, you break the Charm that holds him; 
And he, and all his Powers, attend on you, 
Rat. Tis wonderful! 


Cat. The Means by which it came, 
Vet ſtranger too! 
Gloſt. Vou ſaw it given but now. n 


Rat. She could not know the Purport. 
Glaoſt. No, tis plain 
She knows it not, it levels at her Life; 


Should ſhe preſume to prate of ſuch high Matters, 
The medling Harlot ! Dear ſhe ſhould abide it. 

Cat. What Hand ſoe er it comes from, be aſſur d, 
It means your Highneſs well 

Glofi, Upon the Inſtant, 


To prove him to the Quick; then if he flinch 
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No more but this, away with him at once, 


1 He muſt be mine or nothing — But he comes! 


Draw nearer this way, and obſerve me well. They whiſper 


# | Enter Lord Haſtings. 
IL. Haſt. This-fooliſh Woman hangs about my Heart, 


Lingers and wanders in my Fancy ſtill; 

This Coyneſs is put on, tis Art and Cunning, 
And worn to urge Defire——-I muſt poſſeſs her: 
The Groom, who lift þis ſaucy Hand againſt me, 
Ere this, is humbled, and repents his daring. 
Perhaps, ev'n ſhe may profit by th' Example, 

And teach her Beauty not to ſcorn my Pow'r. 


: Gloſt. This do, and wait me ere the Council fits. 
LExeunt Rat. and Cateſ. 


3 My Lord, y'are well encounter d, here has been 


A fair Petitioner this Morning with us; 

Believe me ſhe has won me much to pity her: 

Alas! her gentle Nature was not made 

To buffet with Adverſity. I told her, 

How worthily her Cauſe you had befriended; 

How much for your good ſake we meant to do, 
| That you had ſpoke, and all things ſhou'd be well. 

11 L. Haſt. Your Highneſs binds me ever to-yourService; 
Gloſt.You know your Friendſhip is moſt potentwith us, 


1 And ſhares our Power. But of this enough, 
For we have other Matters for your Ear: 


The State is out of Tune; diſtracting Fears, 
And jealous Doubts jar in our Publick Counſels; 
Amidſt the wealthy City, Murmurs riſe, 

| Lewd Railings; and Reproach, on thoſe that rule, 
With open Scorn of Government; hence Credit, 


And publick * twixt Man and Man are * 
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The golden Streams of Commerce are with- held, I 
Which fed the Wants of needy Hinds, and Artizans, | 

Who therefore curſe the Great, and threat Rebellion. 

I. Haſt. The reſty Knaves are over-run with Eaſe, 
As Plenty ever is the Nurſe of Faction: 

If in good Days, like theſe, the headſtrong Herd 

Grow madly wanton and repine ; it is 

Becauſe the Reins of Power are held too flack,., 

And reverend Authority of late 

Has worn a Face of Mercy more than Juſtice. 
Gloſt. Beſhrew my Heart! but you have well divin'd 

The Source of theſe Diſorders. Who can wonder 

If Riot and Miſ- rule o'erturn the Realm, 

When the Crown fits upon a Baby Brow ? 

Plainly to ſpeak; hence comes the gen 'ral Cry, 

And ſum of all Complaint: 'T will ne'er be well 

With England (thus they talk) while Children govern; 
L. Haſt. Tis true theKing is young; but what of that? 

We feel no want of Edward's riper Years, 

While Glaſters Valour, and moſt Princely Wiſdom, | 

So well ſupply our Infant Sov'reign's Place, 

His Youth's Support, and Guardian of his Throne. 
Gloſt. The Council (much I'm bound to thank em for't) 

Have plac'd a Pageant Sceptre in my Hand, 

Barren of Pow'r, and ſubject to controul ; 

Scorn'd by my Foes, and uſeleſs to my Friends, 

Oh, wofthy Lord! were mine the Rule indeed, 

I think, 1 ſhould not ſuffer rank Offence, 

At large to lord it in the Common-weal; 

Nor wou'd the Realm be rent by Diſcord thus, 

Thus Fear and Doubt betwixt diſputed Titles. 


* 4 L. Haß. 
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L. Haſs. Ok this 1 am to learn; as not- rojpbing 
A Doubt like this — 

Gloſt. Ay, marry, but there is 
And that of much Concern. Have you not heard 
How on a late Occaſion, Doctor Shaw 
Has mov'd the People much about the Lawfulneſs 
Of Edward's Iſſue ? By, right grave Authority 


Of Learning and Religion, plainly proving, 


A Baſtard Scion never ſhould be grafted 
Upon a Royal Stock; from thence, at full 


Diſcourſing on my Brother's former Contract, 


To Lady Elizabeth Lucy, long before 
His jolly Match with that fame buxom Widow 
The Queen he left behind him | 

L. Haſs. Ill befal 
Such medling Prieſts, who kindle up Confuſion; 
And vex the quiet World with their vain Scruples; 
By Heav'n tis done in perfect Spight to Peace, 


Did not the King, 


Our Royal Maſter Edward, in Concurrence 
With his Eftates aſſembled, well determine (ward? 
What Courſe the Sovereign Rule ſhould take hencefor- 


When ſhall the deadly Hate of Faction ceaſe, 


When ſhall our long divided Land have Reſt, 


I every peeviſh, moody Malecontent 
” Shall ſet the ſenſeleſs Rabble in an uproar; 


Fright them' with Dangers, and perplex their Brains, 
Each Day with ſome fantaſtick giddy Change ? 
Gloſt, What if ſome Patriot for the publick Good, 


I Should-vary from your Scheme, new mould the State ? 


L. Haſt, Curſe on the * Hand attempts it ! 
Re- 
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Remember him, the Villain, righteous Heaven 

In thy great Day of Vengeance ! Blaſt the Traitor 

And his pernicious Counſels ; who for Wealth, 

For Pow'r, the Pride of Greatneli, or Revenge, 

Would plunge his Native Land in Civil Wars. 
Gloſt. You go too far, my Lord, | | 
L. Haff. Your Highneſs' Pardon — 

Have we ſo ſoon forgot thoſe Days of Ruin, 

When vort and Lancaſter drew forth the Battles; 

When, like a Matron, butcher'd by her Sons, 

And caft beſide ſome common way a spectacle 

Of Horror and Affright to Paſſers by, 

Our groaning Country bled at every Vein, | 

When Murders, Rapes, and Maſſacres prevail'd ; 

When Churches, Palaces, and Cities blaz'd; 

When Inſolence and Barbariſm triumph'd, 

And ſwept away Diſtinction; Peaſants trod 

Upon the Necks of Nobles; Low were laid 

The Reverend Croſier, and the Holy Mitre, 

And Deſolation cover'd all the Land; 

Who can remember this, and not, like me, 

Here vow to ſheath a Dagger in his Heart, 

Whoſe damn'd Ambition would renew thoſe Horrors; 

And ſet, once more, that Scene of Blood before us? 
Gloſt. How now! So hot! 
L. Haſt. So brave, and fo reſolv'd. 
Gloſt. Is then our Friendſhip of ſo little moment, 

That you could arm your Hand againſt my Life? 


L. Haſt. I hope your Highneſs does not think I meant it, 


No, Heaven forefend that e&'er your Princely Perſon 
Should come within the Scope of my Reſentment. 
88 a Blaſs 
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. 1 By holy asl! y are a right honeſt Man; 


Gl. Diets Noble Haſtings Nay, I muſt;embrace;you. ; 
Embrace * 


The Time is fall of Danger and Diſtruſt, 

And warns us to be wary, Hold me not 

Too apt for Jealouſig and light Surmize, 

If when I mkant- to lodge yo next my Heart, 
I put your, Truth to trial. Keep, your Loyalty. 


And live your King and Country 's beſt Support: 


For me, I as K na more than Honqut gives, 

To think me yours, and rank me with your Friends. 
L. Haft. Accept what Thanks a grateful Heart ſhould pay. 

Oh ! Princely Glaſter! judge me not ungentle, 


Of Manners rude, and inſolent of Speech, 
If, when the Publick Safety is in queſtion, 


My Zeal flows warm and eager from my Tongue. 


Gloſt. Enough of this: To deal in wordy Complement 


Is much againſt the Plainneſs of my Nature; 
judge you by my ſelf, a clear true Spirit, 
And, as ſuch, once more join you to my Boſom; 
Fare wel, and be my Friend. [Exit Gloſter. 
L. Haſt. I am not read, 8 
Not ſxill'd and practis d in the Arts of Greatneſs, 
To kindle thus, and give a Scope to Paſſion. 
The Duke is ſurely noble; but he touch'd me 
Ev'n on the tend'reſt Point; the Maſter- ſtring 
That makes moſt Harmony or Diſcord to me. 
I own the glorious, Subject fires my Breaſt, 


And my Soul's datling Paſſion Rands confeſt;. 


Beyond or Love's or Friendſhnip's ſacred Band. 
Beyond mz ſelf I prize my Native Land.! 4 


* * 


JAN SHORT . 
On this Foundation would I build my Fame: 


LY 


And emulate the Greek and Roman Name ; % 


0 


Think Eaglund's Peace bought cheaply with my Mood, 
And die with Pleaſure for my Country's Good, L Exit, 
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ACT w. SCENE I 


SCENE Continues. 


"Enter Duke of Gloſter, Ratcliffe and Cateſby. 


| G. His was the Sum of all; that he would brook 
| he No Alteration in the preſent State. 
Marry! at laſt, the teſty Gentleman © 
Was almoſt moy'd to bid us bold Defiance; 
But there I drop'd the Argument, and changing 
The firſt Defign and Purport of my Speech, 
I prais'd his good Affection to young Edward, 
And left him to believe my Thoughts like his. 
Proceed we then in this foremention'd Matter, 
As nothing bound or truſting to his Friendſhip. 
Rat. Ill does it thus befal. I cou'd have wiſh'd 


Thereto, his own Poſſeſſions large and mighty; 
The Vaſſals and Dependants on his Power 
Firm in Adherence, ready, bold and many ; 
His Name®had been of Vantage to your Highneſs, 
And ftood our preſent Purpoſe much in ſtead. 
Soft. This way ward and perverſe declining from us, 
Has warranted at full the friendly Notice, 
Which we this Morn receiv'd. I hold it certain, 
This puliog whining Harlot rules his Reaſon, 


And 


This Lord had ſtood with us. His Friends are wealthy, 


Teach every Grace to ſmile in your behalf, -j 3 


Now ſhame upon it! Was our Reaſon given 


The Sport of every whiffling Blaſt that blows? 


* ” NY , 
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And prompts his Zeal for Edward's Baſtard Brood? 
Cat. If ſhe have ſuch Dominion o'er his Heart, 
And turn it at her Will; you rule her Fate; * 2 
And ſhould, by Inference and apt DI," "+ ».M 
Be Arbiter of his. Is not her Bread | — 
The very Means immediate to her Being, - +. 
The Bounty of your Hand? Why does ſhe live, _ * 
If not to yield Obedience to your Pleaſure, 5 * 1 - 
To ſpeak, to act, to think as you command? * 1 
Rat, Let her inſtruct her Tongue to bear yo Meſſage 


And her deluding Eyes to gloat for you; 


— 
* 


His ductile Reaſon will be wound about, 


Be led and turn'd again, ſay and unſay, 
Receive the Yoak, and yield exact Obedience. 

Gloſt. Your Counſel likes me well, it ſhall be follow'd. 
She waits without, attending on her Suit. (Cat. 
Go, call her in and leave us here alone, [Exeunt Rat. and 
How poor a thing is he, how worthy Scorn, 

Who leaves the Guidance of Imperial Manhood 

To ſuch a paltry piece of Stuff as this is! 2 
A Moppet made of Prettineſs and Pride; it 
That oftner does her giddy Fancies change, | 
Than glittering Dew-drops in the Sun do Colours 


For ſuch a Uſe! To be thus puff'd about 
Like a dry Leaf, an idle Straw, a Feather, 


Beſhrew my Heart, but it is wondrous ſtrange; 


Sure there is ſomething more than Witchcraft in them, 
That maſters ey'n the wiſeſt of us all, 


Enter 


Ob! 3 2re come moſt fitly. We haye ponder 4 
< On this your Grievance: And tho' ſome there are, 
mY | Nay, and thoſe Great Ones too, who won 'denforce 
The Rigor of our Pow'r to afflict you, ; 
|. 2 And bear a heayy Hand, yet fear not you, 
WW. We ve ta en you to our Favour, our Protection 
„ bs Shall fgnd between, and ſhield you from Miſhap. 
[4.5 3:54. TheBleflings of a Heart with Anguiſh broken, 
| * — from Deſpair, attend your Highneſs. 
| Alas gracibgs Lord! what have I done 
To Kindle ſuch relentleſs Wrath. againſt me? 
4 If in the Days of all my paſt Offences, 
When moſt my Heart was lifted with Delight, + 
"ft If I with-held my Morſel from the Hungry, 
. Forgot the Widows Want, and Orphans Cry; 
ll If-have known a Good I have not ſhar d, 
Nor call'd the poor to take his Portion with me, 
Let my worſt Enemies ſtand forth, and now 
Deny the Succour, which 1 gave not then. 
Slaſt. Marry there are, tho' I believe them not, 
Who fay you meddle in Affairs of State: 
That you preſume to prattle, like a bufie Body, 
Sie your Advice, and teach the Lords o'th' Council 
What fits the Order of the Common-weal. 
we J. Sh. Oh that the buſie World, at leaſt in this, 
Would take Example from a Wreich like me! 


+}  H ' 
þ + a IP 


Forget themſelves, and what concerns thei Peace, 
To tread the Mazes of fantaſtick Falſhood, 

To haunt her idle Sounds and flying Tales 
3 . | Thro' 
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_ Enter Jane Shore, "PP 


None then would waſte their Hours in foreignThoughts, | 


* 


7 
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Throt all the giddy noifie Courts af Rumour; 
Malicious Slander never wou d haye Leiſure, _ 
To ſearch with prying Eyes for Faults abroad, 
If al, like me, conſider d their own. Hearts, | 1 
And wept the Sorrows which they found at home. 23 
Gloſt. Goto! know your Pow'r, and tho' L truſt not "i 
To ev'ry Breath of Fame, I'm; not to leannn 
That Haſtings is profeſs d your loving Vaſſaall. 
But fair befal your Beauty: Uſe it wiſely, 7 4 
And it may ſtand your Fortunes much in ſtead; Tj 
Give back your forfeit Land with large Increaſe, - © 
And place you high in Safety and in Honour: 
Nay, I could point a Way, the which purſuing, 
You ſhall not only bring your ſelf Advantage. 
But give the Realm much worthy Cauſe to thank yon. 
J. Sh. Oh! where orhow?—Can my unworthy Hand | 


Become an Inſtrument of Good to any? * 
Inſtruct your lowly Slave, and let me fly of 
To yield Obedience to your dread Command. (well, 


Gloſt. Why that's well ſaid— Thus then—Obſerve me 'Þ 

The State; for many high and potent Reaſons, . 4 

Deeming my Brother Edward's Sons unfit "> 

For the Imperial Weight of Englands Crow. — Þ 
J. Sb. Alas! for Pity, LA | 
Gloſt. Therefore haye-reſolv'd 

To ſet aſide their unavailing Infancy, 

And veſt the-Sov'reign Rule in abler Hands, | 

This, tho! of great Importance to the Publick, "0 

HaSings, for very Peeviſhneſs and Spleen, ' 

Does ſtubbornly :oppoſe.. © 


J. Sb. Does he! Docs Haflingt? | 
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þ 5 Sloſt. Ay, Haſtings. | * 
* 5. Sh. Reward him for the noble Deed, juſt e : 
For this one Action, guard him and diſtinguiſh him 
With ſignal Mercies, and with great Deliverance, 
| * Save him from Wrong, Adverſity and Shame. 
Let never fading Honours flouriſn round him, 
And conſecrate his Name ev'n to Time's end: 
= Let him know nothing elſe but Good on Earth, 
| YA "and everlaſting Blefſedneſs hereafter. 
| laß. How now! | 
J. Sh. The poor forſaken, Royal little Ones! 
Shall they be left a Prey to ſavage Power? 
Can they lift up their harmleſs Hands in vain, 
bor cry to Heaven for Help, and not be heard? 
= * Alpes ! O gallant generous Haſtings, i 
Go on, purſue! Aſſert the facred Cauſe: 
Stand forth, thou Proxy of all-ruling Providence, | 
And fave the friendleſs Infants from Oppreſſion. 
Saints ſhall aſſiſt thee with prevailing Prayers, 
And warring Angels combat on thy Side. 
S!. You're paſſing rich in this ſame heav'nly Speech, 
= And ſpend it at your Pleaſure. Nay, but mark me! 
1 My Favour is not bought with Words like theſe. 
Go to—you'll teach your Tongue another Tale. 
J., No, tho the Royal Edward has undone me, 
4 He was my King, my gracious Maſter fill ; s 
Hie lov'd me too, tho' twas a guilty Flame, 
And fatal to my Peace, yet ſtill he lov'd me: 
With Fondneſs, and with Tenderneſs he doated, 
Dwelt in my Eyes, and liv'd but in my Smiles. 
And can I Oh my Heart abhors the Thought; 


Stand 
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Stand by, and ſee his Children robb'd of Right? 
Glo ſt. Dare not, ev'n for thy Soul, to thwart me further ; 9 

None of your Arts, your Feigning, and your Foolery, | 

Your dainty, ſqueamiſh coying it to me. 

Go——to your Lord, your Paramour, be gone; 

Liſp in his Ear, hang wanton on his Neck, 

And play your Monkey Gambols o'er to him: 

You know my Purpoſe, look that you purſue it, 

And make him yield Obedience to my Win. 

Do it——or woe upon thy Harlot's Head. | 

J. Sh). Oh that my Tongue had ey'ry Grace of Speech, 
Great and Commanding as the Breath of Kings, 
Sweet as the Poets Numbers, and prevailing 
As ſoft Perſwaſion to a Love-fick Maid; 

That I had Art and Eloquence divine! 

To pay my Duty to my Mafter's Aſhes, 

And plead till Death the Cauſe of injur'd Innocence. 

Gloſt. Ha! Do'ſt thou brave me, Minion! Do'ſt thou know 

How vile, how very aWretch, my Pow'r can make thee'; 

That I can let looſe Fear, Diftreſs and Famine, 

To hunt thy Heels, like Hell-hounds thro' the World; 

That I can place thee in ſuch abjeR State, 

As help ſhall never find thee; where repining, 

Thou ſhalt fit down, and gnaw the Earth for Anguiſh, 

Groan to the pitileſs Winds without Return, 

How] like the Midnight Wolf amidſt the Deſart, 
And curſe thy Life in Bitterneſs and Miſery? 

J. Sh. Let me be branded for the publick Scorn, 
Turn'd forth, and driven to wander like a Vagabond, | 
Be friendleſs and forſaken, ſeck my Bread _ . | 
Upon the barren, wild, and deſolate Waſte, ' 

"2 | Y Feed 
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2 "Y Feed on my Sighs, and drink my falling Tears; ; * 
” . .*EreI conſent to teach my Lips Injuſtice, UP0 
3 Or wrong the Orphan, who has none to ſave him. wn 
3 -Gloſt. 'Tis well—we'll try the Temper of your Heart, Ense 
What hoa! Who waits without! L. 
Fa Ratcliff, Catesby, and Attendants. . G 
Rat. Your Highneſs Pleaſure.— De 


Glaſt. Go ſome of you, and turn this Strumpet forth; Mo x 
Spurn her into the Street, there let her periſh, 
And rot upon a Dunghill. -Thro' the City, 
See it proclaini'd, That none, on pain of Death, 
Preſume to give her Comfort, Food, or Harbour; 
Who miniſters the ſmalleſt Comfort, dies. 

Her Houſe, her coſtly Furniture and Wealth, 
1} The Purchaſe of her looſe luxurious Life, 
wee ſeixe on, for the Fro of the ne; 
= * Away! Be gone! 

F. S. O thou moſt righteous Judge— | 

Humbly behold, I bow my ſelf to thee, J 
- And own thy Juſtice in this hard Decree: 

No langer then my ripe Offences ſpare, 

But what I merit, let me learn to bear. 

Let ſince tis all my Wretchedneſs can give, 
For my paſt Crimes my forfeit Life receive; 
No Pity for my Suff rings here I crave, 
And only hope Forgiveneſs in the Grave. | 
[Exit J. Shore, guarded by Catesby and others Wil 
cf So much for this. Your Projects at an end: ToRaiſ L & 
This idle toy, this Hilding ſcorns my Power, Ie 

And ſets us all at nought. See that a Guard at! 
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Rat. The Council waits 
Upon your Highneſs Leiſure,— | 
Gloſt. Bid” em. enter. 


Enter the Duke of Buckingham, Earl of Derby, Bp. of Ely, 
L. Haſtings and others, as to the Council. The Duke of 
Gloſter rakes his Place at the upper end, then the reſt ſit, 


Derb. In haypy time are we aſſembled here, 
Wo point the Day, and fix the ſolemn Pomp. 
or placing England's Crown with all due Rites, 
pon our Sov'reign Edward's youthful Brow. 
L. Haft. Some buſy meddling Knaves, tis ſaid there ares 
u ſuch will ſtill be prating, who preſume 
o carp and cavil at his Royal Right; £7 
here fore I hold it fitting, with the ſooneſt 
appoint the Order of the Coronation; Fo 
0 to approve our Duty to the King, &7T 
nd ſtay the Babbling of ſuch vain Gainſayers. 
erb. We all attend to know your Highneſs' Pleaſure. 
of [T5 Gloſter. 
Ble. My Lords! A Set of worthy Men you are, 
dent and juſt, and careful for the State: 
berefore to your moſt grave Determination, 
yield my ſelf in all things; and demand, 
hat Puniſhment your Wiſdom ſhall think meet 
inflict upon thoſe damnable Contrivers, 
ho ſhall with Potions, Charms, and witching Drugs, | 
ctiſe againſt our Perſon and our Life. 5 
LHaſt. So much 1 hold the King your Highneſs' Debtor 
precious are you to the Commonweal, 
at I preſume, not only for my ſelf, + 
in Behalf of theſe my noble Brothers 
„ay, whoe er they be, they merit Death, Gloft 
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Gl.Then judge your ſelves,convince your Eyes of Truth; 
Behold my Arm thus blaſted, dry and wither” d, 


Pulling up his Sleeve, 8 

Shrunk like a foul Abortion, and decay'd, N. 
Like ſome untimely Product of the Seaſons, A 
Robb'd of its Properties of Strength and Office. Hy 
This is the Sorcery of Edward's Wife, g 
Who in Conjunction with that Harlot Shore, T; 
And other like confed'rate Midnight Haggs, W 
By Force of potent Spells, of bloody Characters, | 


And Conjurations horrible to hear, 
Call Fiends and Spectres from the yawning deep, 
And ſet the minifters of Hell at work, - | 
To torture and deſpoil me of my Life. 

L. Haſs. If they have done this Deed—— 
- Gloſt. If they have done it! 
| Talkilt thou to me of If's! audacious Traitor! 
Thou art that Strumpet Witches chief Abettor, 
The Patron and Complotter of her Miſchiefs, 
And join'd in this Contrivance for my Death. 
2 05 ſtart wy Lords,-What ho a Guard there, Sirs! 


| Enter Guard, Ir. 
Lord Haſtings, I arreſt thee of High Treaſon, To 
Seize him, and bear him inſtantly away. | No 
He ſha' not live an Hour. By holy Paul An 
I will not dine before his Head be brought me: Th 
Ratcliff, ſtay you, and ſee that it be done. W} 


The reſt that love me, riſe and follow me. ; 
[Exeunt Gloſter, and Lords followinj _ 


Manent Lord Haſtings, Ratcliff and Guard, Cat 
L. Haſt. What ! and no more e but this—how, to ti An 
Scaffold! . e 


A. 
* 


t 
17 


And die as a Man ſhould; tis ſomewhat hard, 


is but to cloſe my Eyes, and ſhut out Day-Light, 
To view no more the wicked Ways of Men, 


Which he ſhall bring on this unhappy Land. 


JANE SHORE, — « 


Oh gentle Ratcliff ! tell me do I hold thee? p 4 
Or if I dream, what ſhall I do to wake, : | 
To break, to ſtruggle thro' this dread Confuſion ? : 
For ſurely Death it ſelf is not ſo painful "© ” 
As is this ſudden Horror and-Surprize. (abſolute. i 
Rat. You heard, the Duke's Commands to me were 
Therefore my Lord, addreſs you to your Shrift, 
With all good ſpeed you may. Summon your Courage, 
And be your ſelf; for you muſt die this Inſtant. 

L. Haſt. Yes, Ratcliff, 1 will take thy friendly Counſel, 


To call my ſcatter'd Spirits home at once: 

But ſince what muſt be, muſt me let Neceſlity 
Supply the Place of Time and Preparation, 

And arm me for the Blow. Tis but to die, 
"Tis but to venture on that common hazard 
Which many a time in Battle I have run; 

'Tis but to do, what, at that very Moment, 

In many Nations of the peopled Earth, 

A thouſand and a thouſand ſhall do with me: 


No longer to behold the Tyrant Glofter, 
And be a weeping Witneſs of the Woes, 
The Deſolation, Slaughter and Calamities, 


. Enter Alicia. 
Alic. stand off! and let me paſs—1 will, I muſt, 

Catch him once more in theſe deſpairing Arms, 

And hold him to my Heart, — Oh Haſtings, Haſtings! 
L. Haſt. Alas! Why com ftthou at this dteadful Mo- 
ment, ; To 
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To fill me with new Terrors, new Diſtractions/ 
To turn me wild with thy diſtemper'd Rage, 
And ſhock the Peace of my departing Sou] ? 
Away! I prithee leave me! 
Alic. Stop a Minute, | 
Till my full Griefs find Paſſage.— Oh the Tyrant! 
Perdition fall on Glofter's Head and mine. 
L. Haff. What means thy frantick Grief? 
Alic. I cannot ſpea 
But I have murder'd thee——Oh I could tell thee ! 
L. Haſt. Speak, and give eaſe to thy conflicting Paſſions: 
Be quick, nor keep me longer in Suſpence, 
Time preſſes, and a thouſand crowding Thoughts 
Break in at once; this Way and that they ſnatch, 
They tear my hurry” d Soul : All claim Attention, 
And yet not one is heard. Oh ſpeak and leave me, 
For 1 have Buſineſs wou'd employ an Age, 


And but a Minute's time to get it done in. 


Alic. That, that's my Grief—'tis I that urge thee on, 

* Thus haunt thee to the toil, ſweep thee from Earth, 
And drive thee down this Precipice of Fate. (Hand 
L. Haſt. Thy Reaſon is grown wild. Could my weak 

Bring on this mighty Ruin? If it could, 

What have I done fo grievous to thy Soul, 

So deadly, ſo beyond the reach of Pardon, 

That nothing but my Life can make Atonement ? 
Alic. Thy cruel Scorn had ſtung me to the Heart, 

And fet my burning Boſom all in Flames: 

Raving and mad I flew to,my Revenge, 


And writ I know not what told the Protector, 


That Shore's deteſted Wife by Wiles had won thee, 
. "own 
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To plot againſt his Greatneſs—— He beliey'd * 
(Oh dire Event of my pernicious Counſel). 


And while I meant Deſtruction on her Head, 
H' has turn'd it all on thine. 


L. Haſt. Accurſed Jealouſy !_ 


O mercileſs, wild and unforgiving Fiend ! 


lindfold it runs to undiſtinguiſh'd Miſchief, 
ind murders all it meets. Curſt be its Rage, 
or there is none fo deadly; doubly curs'd 
ze all thoſe eaſy Fools who give it Harbour: 
ho turn a Monſter looſe among Mankind, | 
tercer than Famine, War, or ſpotted Peſtilence; 


zaneful as Death, and horrible as Hell. 


Alic. If thou wilt curſe, curſe rather thine own falſnood; 
urſe the lewd Maxims of thy perjur d Sex, _ 

Vhich taught thee firſt to laugh at Faith and Juſtice, 

ro ſcorn the ſolemn Sanctity of Oaths, 


Mind make a Jeſt of a poor Woman's Ruin: 


urſe thy proud Heart, and thy infulting Tongue, 
hat rais'd this fatal Fury in my Soul, 


Ind urg'd my Vengeance to undo us both.” _ 
L. Haſt. Oh thou inhuman! turn thy Eyes away, 
ind blaſt me not with their deſtructive Beams: 

hy ſhou'd J curſe thee with my dying Breath? 
gone! and let me figh it out in Peace. 4 
Alic. Can't thou - Oh cruel Haſtings, leave me thus 
lear me, I beg thee —- I conjure thee, hear me! 

bile with an agonizing Heart, I ſwear 

y all the Pangs I feel, by all the Sorrows, 

he Terrors and Deſpair thy Lofs ſhall give me, 

y Hate was on my Rival bent alone. Po 
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Oh! had I once divin'd, falſe as thou art, 

A Danger to thy Life, I would have dy'd, 

I would have met it for thee, and made bare 
My ready faithful Breaſt to ſave thee from it. | 


While thy inſatiate Wrath and fell Revenge, 
Parſu'd the Innocence which never wrong'd thee, 
Behold! the Miſchief falls on thee and me; 
| Remorſe and heavineſs of Heart ſhall wait thee, 
And everlaſting Anguiſh be thy Potion : 
For me, the Snares of Death are wound about me, 
And now, in one poor Moment, I am gone. 
Oh! if thou haſt one tender Thought remaining, 
Fly to thy Cloſet, fall upon thy Knee, 
And recommend my. parting Soul to Mercy. 

Alic. Oh! yet, before I go for ever from thee, 
Turn thee in Gentleneſs and Pity to me, { Kneeling, 
And in compaſſion of my ſtrong Affliction, 

Say, is it poſſible you can forgive 
The fatal raſhneſs of ungovern'd Love? 
For oh! 'tis certain, if I had not lov'd thee 
Beyond my Peace, my Reaſon, Fame and Life, 
Defir'd to Death, and doated to Diſtraction, 
This Day of Horror never ſhould have known us. 
L. Haft. Oh! Riſe, and let me huſh thy ſtormy Sorrows, 


| Aſſwage thy Tears, for 1 will chide no more, 
No more upbraid thee, thou unhappy Fair One. 
I ſee the Hand of Heav'n is arm'd againſt me, 
And, in myſterious Providence, decrees, 

Jo puniſh me by thy miſtaking Hand, 


* 


Mok 


L. Haſt. Now mark! and tfemble at Heaven's juſt Award 


Raiſing her T 


Jo tedious to thy Malice? Oh! repay him, 2 


vs, 
T1, 


Sudden, and in the Fullneſs of his Sins! 
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Moſt TATE Doom! for, oh! while I behold thees 
Thy Wrongs riſe up in terrible Array, , 
And charge thy Ruin on me; thy fair Fame. 
Thy ſpotleſs Beauty, Innocence, and Youth, 
Diſhonour'd, blaſted and betray'd by me. | b 
Alic. And does thy Heart relent for my undoing > 1 
Oh! that inhuman Gloſter cou'd be mov'd, 
But half ſo eaſily as I can pardon. 
L. Haſt. Here then exchange we mutually Forgiveneſs, 
So may the Guilt of all my broken Vows, 
My Perjuries to thee be all forgotten, 
As here my Soul acquits thee of my Death, 
As here I part without one angry Thought, 
As here I leave thee with the ſofteſt Tenderneſs, 
Mourning the Chance of our diſaſtrous Loves, 
And begging Heav'n to bleſs and to ſupport thee, _ 
Rat My Lord, diſpatch ; the Duke has ſent to chide me 
For loitering in my Duty.— | 1 
L. Haff. I obey. "Dy 
Alic. Inſatiate, ſavage Monſter ! Is a Moment 


Thou great Avenger, give him Blood for Blood: 
Guilt haunt him! Fiends purſue him! Lightning blaſt bim! 
Some horrid, curſed kind of Death o ertake n | 


That he may know how terrible it is, 
To want that Moment he denies thee now, 

L. Haft.'Tis all in vain, this Rage that tears thy Boſom, 
Like a poor Bird that flutters in its Cage, . 
Thou beat'ſt thy ſelf to Death. Retite, [ beg thee; | : 


= 
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To ſee thee this, thou know'fſt not how it wounds we, | 
Thy Agonies are added to my own, | 


And make the Burden more than I can bear. 


Farewel---Good Angels viſit thy Afflictions, 
And- -bring thee Peace and Comfort from above. 
Alic. Oh! ſtab me tothe Hearts ſome pitying * 

Now ſtrike me dead 

Ti. Haff. One thing I had forgot—— 
T charge thee by our preſent common Miſeries, 

By our paſt Loves, if yet they have a Name, 

By all thy Hopes of Peace here and hereafter, 

Let not the Rancour of thy Hate purſue 

The Innocence of thy unhappy Friend; 

Thou know'ſt who tis I mean ; Oh! ſhould k thou 
Wrong her, 

Juſt Heav'n ſhall double all thy ww oes upon thee, 

And make em know no End — Remember this 


As the laſt Warning of a dying Man: 


Farewel for ver. - [The Guards carry Haſtings af: 
- Alic. For ever? Oh! For ever! 
Oh! who can bear to be a Wretch for ever! 


1 2 | My Rival too! His laſt Thoughts hung on her, 


And, as he parted, left a Bleſſing for her: 

Shall the be bleſt, and I be curſt, for ever! 
No; fince her fatal Beauty was the Cauſe 
Of all my Suff rings, let her hre my Pains: 
Let her, like me, of ev'ry Joy forlorn, - + | 
Devote the Hour when ſuch a Wretch was born: 
Like me to Deſarts and to Darkneſs run, 

Abhor the Day, and curſe the golden Sun 
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Caft 


PRES Po 3? yy EEE | 
Caſt ev'ry Good, and ev'ry Hope behind; 
Deteſt the Works of Nature, loath Mankind: 
Like me, wich Cfies diſtracted fill the Ait; 
Tear her poor Boſom, rend her frantick Hair, { 
And prove the Torments of the laſt Deſpair. ¶ Exit. 
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| 8 CE NE The Srreet.. 


Enter Bellmour, Duniont and Shore. | 


mY O U ſaw her then? 


Bell. I met her as returning 


In ſolemn Penance from the publick Croſs. 
Before her certain Raſcal Officers, 


Slaves in Authority, the Knaves of Juſtice, | 
Proclaim'd the Tyrant Glofter's cruel Orders. 


On either Side her march'd an ill look'd Prieſt, 
Who with ſevere, with horrid haggard Eyes, 


Did ever and anon by Turns upbraid her, 
And thunder in her:trembling Ear Damnation. 
Around her, numberleſs the Rabble flow'd, 


— Shouldring each other, crowding for a View, 
Gaping and gazing, taunting and reviling ; 
Some pitying, bur thoſe, alas! how few 
The moſt, ſuch Iron Hearts we are and ſuch 
The baſe Barbarity of Human Kind, 

With Inſolence and lewd Reproach purſu'd her, 

Hooting and railing, and with villainous Hands 

'Gath'ring the Filth from out the common W 26, 


To hurl upon her Head. 
8b. Inhuman Dogs! 


JanwSnoxs. 


How did ſhe bear it.2 

Bell. With the gentleſt Patience. 8 
Submiſſive, ſad, and lowly was her Look; 
A burning Taper in her Hand ſhe bore, 
And on her Shoulders careſly confus'd 
With looſe Neglect her lovely Treſſes hung; 
Upon her Cheek a faintiſh Fluſh was ſpread, 
Feeble ſhe ſeem'd, and ſorely ſmit with Pain, 


2 
2 res 
. . 


While bare- foot as ſhe trod the flinty Pavement; - 


Her Footſteps all along were mark'd with Blood. 


Yet ſilent till ſhe paſs'd and unrepining;; 
Her ſtreaming Eyes bent ever on the Earth, 
Except when in ſome bitter Pang of Sorrow, 
To Heav'n ſhe ſeem'd in fervent Zeal to raiſe, 
And beg that Mercy Man deny'd her here. 
Sh. When was this piteous Sight 2 
Bell. Theſe laſt two Days. 
You know my Care was wholly bent on you, 
To find the happy Means of your Deliverance, 
Which but for Haſtings' Death I had not gain' d. 
During that Time, altho' I have not ſeen her, 
Yet divers truſty Meſſengers I've ſent, 
To wait about, and watch a fit Convenience 
To give her ſome Relief; but all in vain: 
IA churliſh Guard: attends upon her Steps, 


E Who menace thoſe with Death that bring der Comfort 


And drive all Succour from her. 
Sh. Let em threaten. 


— 


Let proud Oppreſſion prove its fierceſt Malice; 


So Heav'n befriend my Soul, as here I vow .. 


* 


To * her Help, and ſhare one Fortune with her. 4 : 
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Boll. Mean you to ſee her, thus, in your own Form 7 
Sh. I do. 
Bell. And have you thought upon the Conſequence? 
Sh. What is there I ſhould fear? 
Bell. Have you examin'd 
Into your inmoſt Heart, and try'd at leiſure 
The ſev'ral ſecret Springs that move the Paſſions 2 
Has Mercy fix'd her Empire there ſo ſure, 
That Wrath and Vengeance never may return? 
Caf you reſume a Huſband's Name, and bid 
That wakeful Dragon, fierce Reſentment, ſleep? . 
Sh Why doſt thou ſearch ſodeep,and urge myMemory 
To conjare up my Wrongs to Life again ? 
I have long labour d to forget my ſelf, 
To think on all Time, backward, like a Space, 
Idle and void, where Nothing e'er had Being; 
But thou haſt peopled it again; Revenge 
And Jealoufie renew their horrid Forms, 
Shoot all their Fires, and drive me to Diſtraction. 
Bell. Far be the Thought from me! my Care was only 


— 


| To arm you for the Meeting: Better were it 


Never to ſee her, than to let that Name 
| Recal forgotten Rage, and make the Huſband 

Deſtroy the gen'rous Pity of Dumont. | 
S856. Oh! thou haſt ſet my buſy Brain at DIY 
And now ſhe muſters up a Train of Images, 
Which to preſerve my Peace I had caſt aſide, 
And ſunk in deep Oblivion — Oh! that Form! 
That Angel- face on which my Dotage hung 
Sin have I gaz'd upon her! till my Soul 

ith very Runen Wann forth towards her. Be 
| n 
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Aud iſſu'd at my Eyes——Was there a Jm 
Which the Sun ripens in the Indian Mine, | 


Or the rich Boſoin of the Ocean yields, 
What was there Art cou'd make, or Wealth cou Abuy⸗ 


Which I have left unſought to deck her Beauty ?. 


What cou'd her King do more ?——And yet ſhe fled. 
Bell. Away with that ſad Fancy, 
Sh. Oh! that Day 


The Thought of it wud live for ever with me.. 


I met her, Bellmour, when the Royal Spoiler 
Bore her in Triumph from my widow'd Home! 
Within his Chariot by his Side ſhe fate, 1 
And liſten'd to his Talk with downward Looks ; 3 
Till ſudden as ſhe chanc'd aſide to glance, 


Her Eyes encounter'd mine Ob! then, my Friend! 


Oh! who can point my Grief and her Amazement! 
As at the Stroke of Death, twice turn'd ſhe pale, 

And twice a burning Crimſon bluſh'd all o'er her; 
Then, with a Skriek Heart wounding loud ſhe -cry'd, 
While down her Cheeks two guſhing Torrents ran 


Faſt falling on her Hands, which thus ſhe wrung 


Mov'd at her Grief the Tyrant Raviſher, 

With courteous Action woo'd her oft to turn; 

Earneſt he ſeem'd to plead; but all in vainn 

Ev'n to the laſt ſhe bent her Sight towards me, 

And follow'd me— till I had loſt my ſelf. 
Bell. Alas! for pity! Oh! thoſe ſpeaking Tears! 

Could they be falſe? Did ſhe not ſuffer with you ? 

And tho' the King by Force poſſeſs'd her Perſon, 

Her unconſenting Heart dwelt till with you: 

If all her former Woes were not enough, 
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Look on her now, behold her where ſhe wanders, 

Hunted to Death, diftreſs'd on every ſide, 

With no one Hand to help; and tell me then, 
If ever Miſery were known like hers ? . 

Sh. And can ſhe bear it? Can that delicate Frame 
Fndure the-beating of a Storm ſo rude ? 
Can ſhe, for . the various Seaſons chang'd, 
To court her Appetite, and crown her Board, 

For whom the foreign Vintages were preſs'd, 
For whom the Merchant ge his ſilken Stores, 

Can ſhe=— 
ntreat for- Bread, and want the acedfat Rayment, 
To wrap her. ſhiv'ring Boſom from the Weather? 
When ſhe was mine, no Care came ever nigh her. 

1 thought the gentleſt Breeze that wakes the Spiing 

Too rough to breathe upon her; Cheerfulneſs 

Danc'd all the Day before her; and at Night 
Soft Slumbers waited on her downy Pillow—— 
Now ſad and ſhelterleſs, perhaps, ſhe lyes,. 


W 


\ 


Drops from ſome Pent-houſe on her wretched Head, 
Drenches her Locks, and kills her with the Cold. 

It is too. much Hence with her paſt Offences, 
They are aton'd at full Why ſtay we then? 
Oh! let us haſte, my Friend, and find her out. 
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I hear the poor abandon'd Creature lingers: 
Her Guard, tho! ſet with ſtricteſt Watch to keep 
All Food and Friendſhip from her, yet permit her . 
To wander in the Streets, there chuſe her Bed, 
And reſt her Head on what cold Stone ſhe pleaſes, - 


Where piercing Winds blow ſharp, and the chill Rain - 


Bell. Somewhere about this Quarter of the Town, 


. 


FARE W 
\ 


Janzr Sno: Js 


sh. Here let us then divide; each in his Round 
To ſearch her Sorrows out, whoſe hap it is 
Firſt to behold her, this way let him lead : 
Her fainting Steps, and meet we here together. Exeunt 
Enter Jane terte; Hair hanging looſe on her Shoulders, 

4 and bare. footed. 

J. $h. Yet, yet endure, nor murmur, Oh! my Soul ! 
For are not thy Tranſgreſſions great and numberleſs 
Do they not cover thee, like riſing Floods 
And preſs thee like a Weight of Waters down? 
Does not the Hand of Righteouſneſs afflict thee ; * 
And who ſhall plead againſt it? Who ſhall ſay 
To Pow'r Almighty, Thou haſt done enough; 

Or bid his dreadful Rod of Vengeance, ſtay ? 

Wait then with Patience, till the circling Hours 
Shall bring the Time of thy appointed Reſt, 

And lay thee down'in Death. The Hireling thus 
With Labour drudges out the painful Day, 

And often looks with long expecting Eyes 

To ſee the Shadows riſe and be diſmiſs'd. 

And hark! methinks the Roar that late purſu'd me, 
Sinks, like the Murmurs of a falling Wind, 

And ſoftens into Silence. Does Revenge 

And Malice then grow weary and forſake me? 
My Guard too, that obſerv'd me ſtill ſo cloſe, 

Tire in the Taſk. of their inbuman Office, 

{And loiter far behind. Alas! I faint, 

My Spirits fail at once—-This is the Door 

Of my Alicia — Bleſſed Opportunity! 

ii teal a little Succour from her Goodneſs ; 

. New while no Eye obſerves me. [She knocks at the Door I 
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| Is your « Lady, 
My gentle Friend, at home? Ohibring meto her. [Going i in, 
Ser. Hold Miſtreſs, whither wou'd you ?[ Putting her back. 
J. Sh. Do you not know me? Youu 
Ser. I know you well, and know my Orders too. 
You muſt not enter here 
J. Sh. Tell my Alicia, 
Tis I wou'd ſee her. 
Ser. She is ill at Eaſe, 
And will admit no Viſitor. 
J. Sh. But tell her | 
*Tis I, her Friend, the Partner of her Kaine: 
Wait at the Door and beg—— 
Ser. Tis all in vain—— | 
Gs —_— ay how] to thoſe that will wavy you. 
[ Shuts the Door, and Exit. 
J. 85. 1 was not always thus; the Time has been, 
When this unfriendly Door, that barrs my Paſſage, 
Flew wide, and almoft leap'd from off its Hinges 
To give me Entrance here ; When this good Houſe 
Has pour'd forth all its Dwellers to receive me; 
When my Approach has made a little Holy-day, 
And ev'ry Face was drefs'd in Smiles to meet me: 


But now 'tis otherwiſe ; and thoſe who bleſs'd me, 


Now curſe me to my Face. Why ſhould I wander, 
Stray further on, for I can die ev'n here! 

T [She firs down at the Door. 
Enter Alicia in Diſorder ;_ two Servants following. 
Alic. WhatWretch art thou?whoſe Mifery and Baſeneſs 


5 Hangs on my Door; whoſe hatefal Whine of Woe 
. , 3 Breaks 
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Breaks in upon my Sorrows; and diſtracts 
My jarring Senſes with thy Beggar's Cry. 1 Þ 
J. Sh. A very Beggar, and a Wretch indeed ; | 
One driv'n by ſtrong Calamity to ſeek 
For Succour here ; one periſhing for Want, 
Whoſe Hunger has not taſted Food theſe three Days; 
And humbly aſks, for Charity's dear ſake, | .' 
A Draught of Water and a little Bread, [ 
Alic. And doſt thou come to me, to me for Brend 8 
I know thee, not- Go-hunt for it abroad,” | 
Where wanton Hands upon the Earth have ſcatter'd it; t 
Or caſt it on the Waters—— Mark the Eagle, 
And hungry Vulture, where they wind the Prey; 
Watch where the Ravens of the Valley feed, 
And ſeek thy Food with them II know thee not. | 
J. $h., And yet there was a Time, when my. 60678 9 
Has thought unhappy Shore her deareſt Bleſſinn g 
And mourn'd that live-long Day the paſs'd without me 
When pair'd like Turtles, we were ſtill together; > 
When often as we prattled Arm in Arm, 
Inclining fondly to me ſhe has ſworn, 
She lov'd me more tban all the World beſide. Se 
Alic, Ha! fay'ſt thou! Let me look upon thee well 
Tis true=el know thee now -A Miſchief on thee! . 
Thou art that fatal Fair, that curſed She, 
That ſet my Brain a madding. Thou haſtrobb'dme; _ 
Thou haſt undone me—Murder! Oh my Heflingst: 
. | See his pale bloody Head ſhoots glaring by me 15 185 
Give him me back again, thou ſoft prom | N 
Thou beauteous Wach-! 91 
J. Sh, Alas! I never wrong d — 
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Oh! then be good to me; have pity on me: 
Thou never knew'ſt the Bitterneſs of Want, 
And may'ft thou never know it. Oh! beſtow 
Some poor Remain, the voiding of thy Table, 


4 ; A Morſel to ſupport my famiſh'd Soul. 


Mic. Avant! and come not near me 
J. Sh. To thy Hand 


| 1 truſted all, gave my whole Store 1 to thee; 


Nor do I afk it back, allow me but 
The ſmalleſt Pittance, give me but to eat, 
Left I fall down and periſh here before thee. 


Alic. Nay l tell not me! Where is thy King, thy Edward, 


And all the ſmiling cringing Train of Countiers, 
That bent the Knee before thee ? | 
3 Sh. Oh! for Mercy | 
Alic. Mercy! I know it not=—for f am miſerable: 
Fl give thee Miſery, for here She dwells; 
This is her Houſe, where the Sun never dawns, 
The Bird of Night fits ſcreaming o'er the Roof, 


E _ Grim Spectres ſweep along the horrid Gloom, 


And nought is heard but Wailings and Lamentings. 
Hark! ſomething cracks above! it ſhakes, it totters! 
And fee the nodding Ruin falls to cruſh me! 
— ?Tis fall'n ! tis here! I feel it on my Brain l 

Serv. This Sight diſorders her 

2 ru. Retire dear Lady=—— 0 
And leave this Woman—— - 

Aiict Jet her take my Counſel! 

Why ſhoud'ſt thou be a Wretch? Stab, tear thy Heart, 
And rid thy ſelf of this deteſted Being, 
1 wo'not linger long behind thee here, 
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A: waving Flood of blewiſh Fire ſwells o'er me; 
And now tis out, and I am drown'd in Blood. | 
Ha! What art thou! Thou hotrid headleſs TRY | 
It is my Haſtings! See! He wafts me on! 
Away! I go! I fly! I follow thee. 
But come not thou with miſchief-making Beauty 
To interpoſe between us, look not on him, 
Give thy fond Arts and thy Deluſions o'er ; — 
For thou ſhalt never, never part us more. 5 
- [She runs off, her Servants following. | 
3, Sh. Alas ! She raves; her Brain, I fear, is turn d. 


In Mercy look upon her, gracious Heav'n, 
Nor viſit her for any wrong to me. 


Sure I am near upon my Journey's end; 
My Head runs round, my Eyes begin to fail, 
And dancing Shadows ſwim before my ſight, 
I can no more. [lies down) Receive me thou cold Earth, 
Thou common Parent, take me to thy Boſom, 
And let me reſt with thee. 
Enter Bellmour. 

Bell. Upon the Ground! 
Thy Miſeries can never lay thee lower. ; 
Look up thou poor afflicted one! Thou Monrner _ 
Whom none has comforted ! Where are thy Friends, 
The dear Companions of thy joyful Days, 
Whoſe Hearts thy warm Proſperity made glad, - 
Whoſe Arms were taught to grow like Ivy round thee, 
And bind thee to their Boſoms ?——Thus with thee, 
Thus let us live, and let us die, they ſaid, 
For ſure thou art the Siſter of our Loves, | 
And nothing ſhall divide WIG where are they? 


3 1 


= =P — — — — — * — — — — — 
N = = _— r * . o - 
* 5 28 ages 


— — 


* 
And yet thy Goodneſs turns aſide to pity me. 


Alas! There may be danger, get thee gone! 
= Let me not pull a Ruin on thy Head, 
Leave me to die alone, for 1 am fallin 
Never to riſe, and all Relief is vain. 
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J. Sh. Ah! Bellmonr,where we Thy kund. aof 
And view my Deſolation from a-far ; | 
When they paſs by, they ſhake their Heads in orn. 
And cry, behold the Harlot and her end! 


Bell. Vet raiſe thy drooping Head; for lam e come 


To chace away Deſpair. Behold! whete yonder 
That honeſt Man, that faithful ere Dent. 


Is haſting to thy Aid— _ 
J. Sb. Dumont Ha! Where! 


| [Raiſeng her ſelf, aud booking of "PE 
; Then Heat n has heard my Prayer, his very Name 


Renews the Springs of Life, and chears my Soul. 


Has he then ſcap'd the Snare? 

' © * Bell. He has, but ſee—— | 

He comes unlike to that Dumont you knew, 

For now he wears your better Angel's Form, 
And comes y viſit you with Peace and Pardon: 


. Enter Shore. | | 
SS $. Speak telt me! Which is he? And oh! What wou 1d 


This dreadful Vifion ! See it comes upon me 


It is my Huſband—— Ah! \ [She Swoons. 


Sb, She Faints ! Support her! 
Suftain her Head, while I infuſe this Cordial 
Into her dying Lips from ſpicy Drugs, . 
Rick Herbs and Flow'rs the potent Juice is drawn; 
Nin wondrom Force it ſtrikes the lazy Spirits, 


Drives 


| 
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Drives 'em around, an@ wakens Life anew. - 8 : 

Bell. Her Weakneſs could not bear theſtrongSurprize- * 
But ſee, ſhe ſtirs! And the returning Blood - | 
Faintly begins to bluſh again, and linde ba,” 
Upon her aſby Cheek | 

Sh. S0,——gently raiſe het—= [Reifong her up. 

J. Sh. Ha! What art thou! Bellmonr / gd” 

Bell. How fare you, Lady? 1 

J. Sh. My Heart is thrill'd with Horror * 

Bell. Be of Courage—— * 
| Your Huſband lives! Tis he, my worthieft Friend own "MN 

J. Sb. Still art thou there !==fti} doſt thou hover round _ 7? 
Oh ſave me Bellmour from his angry Shade != [me! 

Bell. Tis he himfelf he lives look 1 i 

J. Sh. I dare not! WD 


Oh that my Eyes could ſhut him out for eter . ˖ 


Sh. Am! ſo hateful then, ſo deadly to thee, Th. 
To blaſt thy Eyes with Horror? Since I'm grown © —_ 
A Burthen to the World, my ſelf and thee, * 
 Wou'd I had ne'er ſurviv'd to ſee thee more. 

J. Sh. Oh thou moſt injur'd—Doſt thou live dera! 
Fall then ye Mountains on my guilty Head, £240 
Hide me ye Rocks within your ſecret Caverns, 
Caſt thy black Veil upon my Shame, O Night! 
And ſhield me with thy fable Wing for ever. 

Sh. Why doſt thou turn away? — Why tremble thus? 


Why thus indulge thy Fears? And in Deſpair, 


Abandon thy diſtracted Soul to Horror? 25 

Caſt every black and guilty Thought behind mee, 

And let em never vex thy Quiet more. 3 
My Arms, my Heart are open to receive the, 
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To bring thee back to thy forftken Home, 
With tender Joy, with fond forgiving Love, . 
And all the Longings of my firſt Deſires. 


= = Minifter of Heav'n's enquiring Juſtice ; 

Array thy ſelf all terrible for Judgment, 
Wrath in thy Eyes, and Thunder in thy Voice; 

F Pronounce my Sentence, and if yet there de 

A Woe I have not felt, inflict it on me. 

© $h, The Meaſure of thy Sorrows is compleat; 

And I am come to ſnatch thee from Injuſtice. 

EF The Hand of Pow'r no more ſhall cruſh thy Weakneſs, 

Nor proud Oppreflion grind thy humble Soul. 

J. Sh. Art thou not riſen by Miracle from Death? 
Thy Shroud is fall'n from off thee, and the Grave 

Was bid to give thee up, that thou might'ſt come 

The Meſſenger of Grace and Goodneſs to me, 

E To ſeal my Peace, and bleſs me ere I go. 

WE - let me then fall down beneath thy Feet, 

And weep my Gratitude for ever there; 

oF  Give-me your Drops, ye ſoft deſcending Rains, 

= Give me your Streams, ye never-ceaſing Springs, 
That my fad Eyes may ftill ſupply my Duty, 

And feed an everlaſting Flood of Sorrow. © 

S585. Waſte not thy feeble Spirits—T have long 

- Behetd; unknown, thy Mourning and Repentance' 
Therefore my Heart has ſet aſide the paſt, 
Aud holds thee white, as unoffending Innocence : 
Therefore in ſpight of cruel Glefter's Rage, 3 
Soon. as my Friend had broke my Priſon Doors, 

* to thy Aue. Let us hafte FAT 


Now 


J. Sh. No, arm thy Brow with Vengeance; and appear 1 


JANE SHORE. 

Now while Occafion ſeems to ſmile upon us, 

_ Forſake this Place of Shame, and find a Shelter. 
J. Sh. What ſhall I ſay to you? But! 5 
Sh. Lean on my Arm - 

F. Sh. Alas I am wondrous faint : 

But that's not ſtrange, I have not eat theſe three Days. 
Sh. Oh Mercileſs! look here my Love, l've brought thee 

Some rich Conſerves.— 

J. Sh. How can you be ſo good? 
But you were ever thus; I well remember 
With what fond Care, what Diligence of Love, 


You laviſh'd out your Wealth to buy me Pleaſures, . 


8 Preventing every Wiſh: Have you forgot 4 
The coſtly String of Pearl you brought me Home. 
And ty'd about my Neck ?=How cou'd LOTS * 

8... Taſte ſome of this, or this 
J. Sh. You're ſtrangely alter d 

Say, gentle Bellmour, is he not? How pale 

' Your Viſage is become? Your Eyes are hollow ; 

Nay, you are wrinkled too— Alas the Day? 

My Wretchedneſs has coſt you many a Tear, 

And many a bitter Pang, fince laſt we parted. 

Sh. No more of that=—thou talk'ſt, but doſt not eat. 
| 9. Sh. My feeble Jaws forget their common Office, 
My taſteleſs Tongue cleaves to the clammy Roof, 

And now a gen'ral Loathing growgnpon Mem 

Oh, I am ſick at Heart. 

 $h. Thou murd'rous Sorrow! Fr 
Wo't thou ſtill drink her Blood, purſue her gill! 

Muſt the then die! Oh, my poor penitent, 


Speak Peace to thy ſad Heart: She hears me not; 
| | Grief 
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2 Grief maſters ev'ry. Senſe help me to hold ber- 


- Enter Cateſby, with a Guard. 


Cat. Seize on'em both, as Traytors to the tate 


Bell, What means this Violence 


| [Guards lay hold on Shore and Bellmour. | 
Cat. Have we not found you, 


In ſcorn of the ProteRor's ſtrict Command, . 


— 
— 


Aſſiſting this baſe Woman, and e 


E _ Her Infamy? 


Sh. Infamy on thy Head! 
Thou Tool of Power, thou Pander to Authority! 


I tell thee Knave, thou know'ſt of none ſo virtuous, . 


And ſhe that bore thee was an Zzhiop to her. 


Cat. You'll anſwer this at full — Away with em. 
Sh. Is Charity grown Treafon to your Court? 
What honeſt Man would live beneath ſuch Rulers? 


1 am content that we fhall die together— 


Cat. Convey the Men to Priſon ; but for her, 
Leave her to kunt her Fortune as ſhe may, 
J. Sh. I will not part with him—for me tor me! 


Ob! muſt he die for me? 


[ Following him as he is carry'd e falls: 


Sb. Inhuman Villains! real: from the Guard, 


Stand off! the Agonies of Death are on her — 
She pulls, the gripes me hard with her cold Hand. 
J. Sh. Was this Blow wanting to compleat my Ruin! 


3 Oh let him go, ye Miniſters of Terror, 


He ſhall offend no more, for I will die, 
And yield Obedience to your cruel Maſter, 
Tarry a little, but a little longer, 
And take my laſt Breath with you. 
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JANE SHORE. | 67 
sb. Oh my Love 


Why have I liv'd to fee this bitter Mama. 
This Grief by far ſurpaſſing all my former! 
Why doſt thou fix thy dying Eyes upon me 


With ſuch an earneſt, ſuch a piteous Look, 


As if thy Heart were full of ſome ſad Meaning 
Thou could'ſt not ſpeak !—— 
J. Sh. Forgive me! but forgive me! 
Sh. Be Witneſs for me, ye Celeſtial Hoſt, 
Such Mercy and ſuch Pardon as my Soul 


Accords to thee, and begs of Heav'n to ſhew thee; 
May ſuch befal me at* my lateſt Hour, 5 


And make my Portion bleſt or curſt for ever. 
J. Sh. Then all is well, and I ſhall ſleep in Peace 
'Tis very dark, and I have loft you noW- _ 
Was there not ſomething 1 would have bequeath d you? 
But I have nothing leſt me to beſtow, — 
Nothing but one ſad Sigh, Oh Mercy mar n [Dies 
Bell. There fled the Soul, 
And left her Load of Miſery behind. 


'$h. Oh my Heart's Treafure! Is this pale ſad Viſage | 


All that remains of thee? Are theſe dead Eyes 


The Light that cheer my Soul? Oh heavy Hour! 

But I will fix my trembling Lips to thine, 

Till I am cold and ſenſeleſs quite, as thou art. 

What, muſt we part then ?—will you— 
[To the Guards, taking him away. 


Fare thee wel | LX 77 ing Her. 


Now execute your Tyrant's Will, and lead me 
TE Bonds, or Death, tis equally indifferent. 
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Baul. Let thoſe, who view this fad Exiniple; know. 
| What Fate-attends the broken Marriage Vow; | 
* And teach their Children in ſucceeding Times, 
No common Vengeance waits upon theſe Crimes, 
When fuch ſevere Repentance could not ſave, 


1 Broth Want, from Shame, and an untimely Grave. 
| 1 1 = a | n ant. 


EPILOGUE. 


"_ by Mrs ororikrp. 


£ EW Matrons all, ye hs tea | 
Who lead with horrid Huſbands, decent Lives; 


To ſee your Spouſes drinking, gaming, raking, 
| Tet make a Conſcience ſtill of Cuckold- making, 
What can we ſay your Pardon to obtain? 

This Matter here was prov'd againſt poor Jane: 
She never once deny d it, but in ſhort, 
Whimper d—and cry d,. —ſweet Sir, I'm ſorry for ©: 
Twas well he met a kind, good-natur'd Soul, 

We are not all ſo eaſie to controul: _. 

1 fanſy one might find in this good Town 

Some won d ha told the Gentleman his on; 

Have anſwer d ſmart,— To what do you pretend, 
Blockhead— As if I muſt n't ſee a Friend: 

Tell me of Hackney - Coaches Jaunts to th' City= ' 
Where ſhou'd I buy my China—Faith, By! fit ye. 
Our Wife was of a milder, meeker Spirit ; . 

Tou Loris and Maſters -was not thut ſome Air: 
Don't you allow it to be virtuous Bearing, 5 
When we ſubmit thus 10 your Domineering ? FP: 
Well, peace be with her, ſhe did wrong mo#t are 
But ſo do many more who look demurely. 

Nor ſhou'd our mourning Madam weep alone, 
There are more Ways of Wickedneſs than one. 


You, who for all you are in ſuch a taking, 0 | 


* 


> | Erie 
if the reforming Stage ſhou'd fall to ſbaming, 


* 


Al- nature, Pride, Hypocriſy and Gaming; is 
"The Poets ſrequenily might move Compaſſion, 
And with She- Tragedies o'er-run the Nation. 
Then judge the fair Offender, with good Natare, 
And let your Fellow-feeling curb your Satyr. 
What if our Neighbours have ſome little failing, | 
Aut we needs fall to damning and to railing ? 
For her excuſe too, be it underFood, 
That if the Woman was not quite ſo good, 
Her Lover was a King, ſhe Fleſh and Blood. 
And ſince jo has dearly paid the ſinful Score, 


Be kind at en and pity on Jas are 


4 


